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HIS in its ſeveral Parts being 
addreſid to my Intimate Ac- 


** 
2 


158. 


5 the ſame —_ : and hath 1 
Son You as the moſt able to 
PSS endure, and moſt 10 to 
oblige by accepting, a greater Trouble than 
the reſt : It is the Defence of the Whole that 
you muſt be engag'd in, whilſt the others fungly 
are charged only with a part: and inthis I have 
followed the Example of the Antients, who 1h 
they had one of the Tres to preſide over every 
Little Room, yet the whole Houſe was dedicated to 
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quaintance, deſires a Patron of 
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11 The Dedication. 
ſome common Guardian : This Diſtinction pro- 


* 


the Protectors, or 


aeg either from . l Inequality of Power in| 


om the Difference of thoſe 


ly beſtowed. As to the former Conſideration, e- 
ery one that knows my Friends, will eaſily al- 
Jow, that each ſingly is ſufficient for the whole, 
tho, by reaſon of my Imperfeftions, a great 
Task., But the latter, Sir, gives You the Pre- 
ferente, and Gratitude forceth me to believe bis 
Power to be greateſt, who bath moſt often, and 
moſt ſignally exæpreſt it: Innumerable private Fa- 
wours I muſt acknowledge the ſame way they 
were beſtow'd, and ſpare your Modeſty and my 
own ; for otherwiſe it would ſeem that I thought 
there was ſomething in my ſelf worth your No- 
tice ; or elſe I muſt publick!y proclaim, that You 
(which tho tis really your Caſe, yet very fucan 
boaſt) are kind and generous without any Proſpect 
of Return: But thoſe which properly relate to the 
preſent Occaſion, I muſt beg leave to mention, 


fince Pliny and all agree, hath ſeverely noted as 


the greateſt Ingratitude, not to acknowledge: to 
2whom we owe what we have attain d; and is 
would argue Stupidity to run wilfally on that 
Cenſure, which bath been ſo juſtly paſsd, and ſo 


much applauded, _ 


You may remember, Sir, how often, when the 


pubiick Cares of Your well-managed: Office would 


ermit You to retreat, welwveretir'd to 4 Grove, 
where Quiet ſpreads all-around, and a ſpringing 
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The Dedication: 11¹ 
Verdure, and cbecquer d Variety fo raiſe the 


Thoughts, and recreate the Fancy; whilſt ſoft 
| Breezes murmur d thro” the Trees, which, like 
our Aſffections, ſeru'd only to intermix, but ne- 
ver to ſhatter or diſturb: There I have enjoy'd 


| 2phatever the Poets could imagine, a free, inno- 


cent, and inſtructive Diſcourſe, ſuch as reform*d 
my Errors, and encourag'd thoſe Eſſays which 


ou was pleas'd tothink endeavours after Virtue : 


till then Tenvied the Happineſs of the deſcribed 


Swains,. and look'd on Virgil and Theocritus 


as Diſturbers of Mankind, who elaborately de- 


ſerib d the moſt perfect and ſurprizing Beauties, 


| but gave us no Hopes either to ſee or to enjoy. 


The Golden Age was their Scene, and tas ne- 
ceſſary to look beyond Jupiter himſelf to find any 
thing innocent or pleaſing, and how tedious ſuch a 

Search muſt be, every one may imagine, who con- 


| fiders that tis very hard to take ſo large à Pro- 
ſpect, eſpecially when there is nothing but @ bare 


Contemplation to excite, and reward his Dili- 
gence. The time, Sir, I found brought back a- 
gain by your Converſation, and all thoſe Difficul- 
ties (T& ounces. Ozoteirs) which were ſo even t» 


; 2 Proverb, practically explain'd : ſo that what- 


ever in this Performance is drawn ſoft, innocent, 
and pleaſing ; is but à Copy from You the Origi- 
nal. This is the Happineſs that attends polite 
Learning, it ſmooths all the natural Aſperities of 
Humour and Paſſion, and ſpreads an obliging 
Tenderneſs thro the whole Man; and where the 
Cauſe is in ſo eminent a Degree, and the Effect 

| B 2 too 


ty The Dedication. 
too neceſſary, what can hinder the Production? 
Theſe are the Reaſons that have determin d my | 
Acknowledgments for former, and given me 
Encouragement to beg a new Obligation, to ac- 

cept this, and pardon its Defects, will be a very i © 
conſiderable one to, 5 
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. 5 AP 1N'sS | Diſcourſe 
UPON 


PASTORALS 


In Three PARTS. 


Done from the Gen LATIN. 


ET 
nor repeat thoſe high Encomiums, 


15 (as that *tis the moſt Divine ot 
LES 2 al Human Arts, and the like) 
<1 in nis ue, Ariſtotle in his Hetica, and 
other learned Men have copiouſly infifled on: And 
this I Uo that Imight more cloſely and "briefly per- 


0 be as "RE as polible in my 
Ditcourſe upon the preſent Sub- 
ject, I ſhall not touch upon the 
NES: fo rope of Poetry in general; 


{ue my preſent Defign, which, no doubt will not 


pleaſe every Man; for ſince I treat of that part of Toe, 
which {to ule Duintilian' s Words) by reaſon of its 
Clownifhneſs, is afraid of the Court and City; fome 

may imagine that I follow, NVichocaris's Humour, 

who would paint only the moſt ugly and deform's, 
and thoſe too in the meaneſt and moſt frightful 
Dreſs,that real, or fancy'd Poverty could put them in. 
For ſome think that to be a Shepherd is in it ſelf 
mean, baſe and fordid; and this | chink is the fitſt 
B 2 1 


2 RavpiN's'Diſcourſe 


ching that the graver and ſoberer ſort will be ready 2 


to object. 


But if we conſider how honourable that Employ- 
ment is, our Objectors from that Topick will be e- 
fily anſwer'd : for as Heroick Poems owe their Dig- 
nity to the Quality of Heroes, ſo Paſtorals to that of 


Shepherds. | OY 9 I x 
Now to manifeſt this, I ſhall not rely on the Au 
thority of the Fabulous and Heroick Ages, tho? in the 


former, a God fed Sheep in Theſaly ; and in the lat- 


ter, Hercules the Prince of Heroes, (as Paterculus 
Niles him) graz'd his Herd on Mount Aventine : 
Tneſe Examples, tis true, are not conyincing, yet 

they ſufficiently ſhew that the Employment of a 
Shepherd was lometime look'd upon to be ſuch, as 
in thole fabulous times was not altogether unbe- 
coming the Dignity of a Heroe, or the Divinity of a 
God: which Conlideration, if it cannot be of force 


enough to procure Excellence, yet certainly it may 
{ecure it from the Imputation of Baſeneſs, fince it 
was ſometime look'd upon as fit for the greateſt in 


Earth or Heaven. 


But not to inſiſt on the Authority of Poets, ſacred | 
Writ tells us, that Jacob aud Eſau, two great Men, 
were Shepherds; and Amos, one of the Royal Fami- 
ly, aſſerts the ſame of himſelf, for he was among the 
Shepherds of Tecua, following that Employment : | 
The like by God's own Appointment prepared Mo- 
es for a Scepter, as Philo intimates in his Life, when 
he tells us, That a Shepherd's Art is a ſuitable Prepa- 
ration to a Kingdom; the ſame he mentions in the | 


Life of Joſeph,affirming that the Care a Shepherd hath 


over his Cattle, very much reſembles that which a 
King hath over his Subjects. The ſame, Bail in his 


Homily de S. Mamm. Martyr hath concerning Da- 
vid, who was taken following the Ewes great with 
young ones to feed Ilrael, for he ſays that the Art of 
feeding and governing are very near a-kin, and even 
Siſters: And upon this Account I ſuppoſe *twas, 
that Kings amongſt the Greeks reckoned the Name 
of Shepherd one of their greateſt Titles, for, if we 

| | | believe 
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Part. I. por PASTORALS. 

= believe Varro, amongſt the Antients, the beſt and 

= bravefſt was ſtill a Shepherd: Every Body knows that 
the Romans, the worthieſt and greateſt Nation in the 
World, ſprang from Shepherds The Augury of the 

g- Twelve Vulters plac'd a Scepter in Romulus s Hand, 

which held a Crook: before; and ar that time, as 


A Ovid lays, N | > 4 

Au 3 1 +; = 

| — His own ſmall Flock each Senator did keep. __ 
> Jat- | | | 5 

ulu⸗ Lucretius mentions an extraordinary Happineſs, 
ine and as it were Divinity in a Shepherd's Life, 
yet 


oa Thro' Shepherd's Eaſe, and their Divine Retreats. 


nbe- And this is the Reaſon, I ſuppoſe, why the Soli- 
f a 7} tude of the Country, the ſhady Groves, and Security 
orce of that happy Quiet was ſo grateful to the Muſes, for 
may thus Horace repreſents them © 


. in : The Muſes that the Country bor. i — 
red Which Obſervation was firſt made by Mnaſalte the 


len, Sicyonian in his Epigram upon Venus. 
3 the | The Rural Muſe uon the Mountains feeds, 


Mo- For ſometimes the Country is ſo raviſhing and de- 
hen lightful, that 'twill raiſe Wit and Spirit even in the 
epa- dulleſt Clod. And in Truth, amongſt ſo many 
the 7 Heats of Luſt and Ambition which uſually fire our 
hath Cities, I cannot ſee what Retreat, what Comfort is 
h a left for a chaſt and ſober Muſe. 
his | And to ſpeak from the very Bottom of my Heart, 
Da- (not to mention the Integrity and Innocence of Shep= _ 
with herds, upon which ſo many have inſiſted, and ſo co- 
t of © piouſly declaimed) methinks he is much more happy 
ven ina Wood, that at eaſe contemplates this Univerſe, 
vas, as his own, and in it the Sun and Stars, the pleaſing 
ame Meadows, ſhady Groves, green Banks, ſtately Trees, 
we flowing Springs, and the wanton Windings of a Ri- 
| ver; 


= » 


4 Rapix's Diſcourſe 


ver, fit Objects for quiet Innocence, than he that 
with Fire and Sword diſturbs the World, and mea- 
ſures his Poſſeſſions by the waft that lies about him: 
Auguſtus in the remoteſt Eaſt fights for Peace, but 
bow tedious were his Voyages? How troubleſome 
his Marches? How great his Diſquiets? What Fears 
and Hopes diſtracted his Defigns ? Whilſt: Tityrus| 


contented with a little, happy in the r of 
his Love, and at eaſe under his ſpreading Beech; 


Tuber Trees to ſound his Amaryllis Nane. 


On the one fide Melibewus is forc'd to leave his 


Country, and Antony on the other; the one a Shep- 


Herd, the other a great Man, in the Common- affecte 


Wealth; how diſagreeable was the Event? The 
Shepherd could endure himſelf, and fit down con- 
tentedly under bis Misfortunes, whilſt loſt Antony, 
unable to hold out, and quitting all hopes both for 
himſelf and his Queen, became his own barbarous | 
Executioner : Than which ſad and deplorable Fall 1 
cannot imagine what could be warle, for certainly | 
nothing is ſo miſerable as a Wretch made lo from a 
flouriſhing and happy Man; by which 'tis evident 
how much we ought to prefer before the Gaiety of a 
great and ſhining State, that Idol of the Crowd, the 
lowly ſimplicity of a Shepherd's Life: For what is 
that but a perfect Image of the ſtate of Innocence, of 
that golden Age, that bleſſed Time, when Sincerity | 
nnacence, Peace, Eaſe, and Plenty inhabited 


and In 
the Plains? 


Take the Poets Deſeription. 


- > Hene Innocence ſecures a foft Retreat, 5 

A harmleſs Life, and ign rant of Deceit, © : 5 
And free from fears with various ſweets encreaſe, 
And all' or'e ſpread with wings of downy Peace: 


= Expreſſion, or the po Poe ve 
ed, then they fall ſhort of Paſtoral: For this ſort 
= flows with Sweet, Elegant, Neat and Pleaſing Fan- 


Part IJ. 2p PASTORALS. 5 
Here Oxen low, Bere Grots, and purling Streams, 
And ſpreading ſhades invite to eofie Dreams. r. I. 


And thus k 


L Happy the Man beyond pretence 


Such was the Staze of Innocence, &c. N 
And from this Head I think the Dignity of Buco- 


= licks is ſufficiently cleared, for as much as the Gol 
den Age is to be preterr'd before the Heroick, ſo much 
= Paftorals muſt excel Mroick Poems: Yet this is ſo to 


be underſtood, that if we look upon the Majeſty and 


= Loftineſs of Heroick Poems, it muſt be confeſt that 
they juſtly claim the preheminence; but if the un- 


- * 


affected neatneſs, elegant, graceful Smarzneſs of the 
polite drels of a Poem, be conſidex- 


as is too evident to every one that hath taſted 


Nies; 

the kweeter Muſes, to need a farther Explication: 
For *tis not probable that Aſinius Pollio, Cinna, Va- 
” 1ius, Cornelius Gallus, Men of the fineſt Wit, and 
that lived in the molt polite Age, or that Auguſtus 
Ca ſar the Prince of the Roman Elegance, as well as 
of the Common, Wealth, ſhould be ſo extreamly ta- 
ken with Virgil's Bucolicks, or that Virgil himſelf, a 
Man of ſuch fingular Prudence, and fo correct a 
judgment, ſhould dedicate his Eclogues to thoſe 
great Perſons; unleſs he had known that there is 
Ziomewhat more than ordinary Elegance in thoſe fort 
of Compoſures, which the Wiſe perceive, tho? far 


above the Underſtanding of the Crowd: Nay if Lu- 


© dovicus Vives, a very. learned Man, and admited for 


politer Studies, may be believed, there is ſomewhat 


more ſublime and excellent in thoſe: Paſtorals, than 
the Common ſort of Grammarians imagine :. This L 
ſhall Diſcourſe of in another Place, and now inquire 
into the Antiquity of Paſlorals. DE, 


6 RaAIN's Diſcounſe par 


Since Linus, Orpheus, and Eumolpus were 8. 
The An- famous for I before 4 Trojan 192 
riquity of. Wars, thoſe are certainly miſtaken, who Nat 
Paſtorals. date Pdetry from that Time; J rather in- 5 N 
cline to their Opinion, who make it as ed 
old as the World it ſelf; which Aſfertion as it ought ds 
to be underſtood of Poetry in general, ſo eſpecially 
of Paſtoral, which, as Scaliger delivers, was the moſt 
antient kind of Poetry, and reſulting from the moit 
antient way of Living : Singin firſt began among |} | 
Shepherds as they fed their Flocks, either by the impulſe 
of Nature, or in Imitation of the Notes of Birds, or the 
whiſpering of Trees. 12285 + 
For fince the firſt Men were either Shepherds or | 
Plowmen; and Shepherds, as may be gathered out of Wt 
Thucydides and Varro, were before the others, -they' 7 
were the firſt that either invited by their leiſure, or 3 
which Lucretius thinks more probable?) in Imita- 
tion of Birds, began # ne. 


Tro all the Woods they heard the pleaſing noiſe, 
O chirping Birds, and d to frame their Voice, 
And imitate, thus Birds inſtruted Man. a1 
An taught them Songs before their Art began. | 
In ſhort; tis ſo certain that Verſes firſt began in 
the Country, that the thing is in it ſelf evident, and 
this Tibullus very plainly ſignifies. e 


FF 
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Firſt woary at his Plow the labouring Hind 
© Began rude Words in certain Feet to bins. 
His dry. Reed fiſt he tun d at ſacred Feaſts | 
© To thank the hounteous Gods, aud cheer his Gueſts. 


In certain Feet, according to Bern. Cylenius of VJero- 

ua his Interpretation in ſee Meaſures : For Cenſort- 
nus tells us, that the antient Songs were looſe, and not 
tyd up to any ſtrict numbers, and afterwards by _ 


Part I. 2p PASTORALS. | 7 
& tain Laws and acknowledged Rules were confin'd to 
ſuch and:ſuch Meaſures : For this is the Method of 
no Nature in all her Works, from imperfect and rude 
we beginnings Things take their firſt rife, and afrer- 
35 WY wards by fit and appoſite Additions are poliſh'd, and 
brought to Perfection: Such were the Verſes which 
heretofore the Italian Shepherds and Plowmen, as 


= 77::gil ſays, ſported amongſt themſelves. 

= N1alian Clowns from Trojan Lineage ſprung, 15 
the In port ful mood unpoliſht Numbers fung 
my Lucretius in his F ifth Book de Natura Rerum, favs, 
it of that Shepherds were firſt taught by the ruſhing of 


hey loft Breezes amongſt the Canes to blow their Reeds, 
„ or and fo by Degrees to put their Songs in Tune. 


For whilſt ſoft Evening Gales blew-or'e the Plains. 
And ſhodk the ſounding Reeds, they taught the Swains, 
And thus the Pipe was fram'd, and tunefal Reed; 
„ And whilſt the Flocks did then ſecurely feed, 
De harmleſs Shepherds tun d their Pipes to Love, 
And Amaryllis Name fill d every Grove. | 


N : in 2 * 9 | 4 . 
and From all which ?tis very plain that Petry began 
1 Ss 0 | ; 4 J ' 1 SY # TY 4 INE 
iin thoſe Days, when Shepherds took up. their Em- 
pboyment: To this agrees Donazus in his Life of Fir- 
il, and Pontanns in his Fifth Book of Stars, as ap- 
ears by thete Vene, en OT ON 


_ Here underneath a ſhade by purling Springs 

I's The Shepherds dance, whilſt ſweet Amyntas fings ; 

Vers T bus firft the new. found Pipe Was Hin 4 60 Lobe, | 

iſori- ) nd Powmen taught their Sweez-hearts to the Grove. 

. — Thus * Feſcennine Jeſts, when they ſang Harveſt- 
tain Dome, and then too the Grape Gatherers and Reap- 


rs Songs began, an elegant Example of which we 
"i ; have 


+ 8 RAPPIN'sS Diſcourſe 


have in the Tenth Idyllium of Theocritus. 


From this Birth, as it were, of Poetry, Verſe be- = 
gan to grow up to greater Matters; for from the BY cal 
comnion Diſcourſe, of Plowmen, and Shepherds, firſt pla 
Comedy, that Miſtreſs. of a Private Life, next Trage- fir 


dy, and then Epick Poetry, which is lofty and Herozcal FF 8 
aroſe, this Maximus Tyrius confirms in his Twenty of t 
firſt Diſſertation, where he tells us that Plowmen W per] 
Juſt coming from their Work, and ſcarce cleanſed WM oth: 


from the filth of their Employment, did uſe to of S 
flurt out ſome ſudden and extempore Catches; and ſerv 
from this beginning, Plays were produc'd, and the tis 
Stage erected : Thus much concerning the Antiquity, time 
next of the Original of this ſort. en W ſuit; 
About this, learned Men cannot agree, for who owe 
was the firſt Author is not ſufficiently underſtood ; F Dia: 
Donatus, tis true, tells us 'tis proper to the Golden Woc 
Age, and therefore muſt needs be the Product of that whic 
Happy time: but who was the Author, where, what uſua 
time it was firſt invented hath been a great Contro-- then 


verſy, and not yet ſufficiently determined. Epichar- their 
mus, one of Pythagoras's School, in his aaxvory and! 
mentions one Diomus a Sicilian, who, if we believe A: 
At hænæus, was the firſt that wrote Paſtorals ; thoſe Birti 
that fed Cattle had a peculiar kind of Poetry, calld thers 
Bucolicks, of which Dotimus a Sicilian was Inven- 
zer. 1 3 „ aquity 
Diodorur Siculus ty Tois wuSokoyeptvos, ſeems to mong 
make Daphnis the Son of Mercury, and à certain walite 
Nymph to be the Author; and agreeable to this, for fe 
Theon an old Scholiaft on Thercritus, in his Notes up- ing 1 
on the firſt 1dyllium mentioning Daphnis, adds, ht to ap} 
was the Author of Bucolicks, and Theocritus himſelf getne 
calls him the Muſes Darling: and to this. Opinion of, fer'd 
Diodorus Siculus, Polydore Virgil readily affents. -tainin 
But Mnaſeas of Patara, in a Diſcourſe of his con- long 
cerning Europa, ſpeaks thus of a Son of Pan, the? Dic 
God of Shepherds; Panis Filium Bubulcum a quo & / ec, 
Bucolice canere. Now whether Mnafeas by that Bu- l/s, 1 
 bulcum means only a  Herdſ-man, or one skilled inf /*2:ce, 
Zucolicks, is uncertain ; but if Valla's ſudgment 5 incent 
5 | | goo 


p # firſt Subject of Bucolicks, 


Part I. apou PASTORALS. 9 


good, tis to be taken of the latter: yet ÆAlian was ot 


| another Mind, for he boldly affirms that Steſichorus, 


called Himeraus, was the firſt; and in the fame 
place adds, that Daphnis the Son of Mercury was the 


” 


Some aſcribe the Honour to Bacchus the Preſident 


= of the Nymphs, Satyrs, and the other Country-Gods, 
men perhaps becauſe he delighted in the Country; and 
nled others attribute it to Apollo, called Nomius, the God 
e to of Shepherds, and that he invented it then when he 
and ſerved Admetus in Theſſaly, and fed his Herds : For, 
the tis likely he, to recreate himſelf, and paſs away his 
ity, time, applied his Mind to ſuch Songs as were beſt 
EK ſuitable to his preſent Condition. Many think we 
who owe it to Pan the God of Shepherds, not a few to 
ood; Diana that extreamly delighted in Solitude and 
olden Woods; and lome ſay Mercury himlelf: Of all 
that which wailſt Grammarians prattle, according to their 
what 3 uſual Cuſtom, they egregiouſly trifle 5 they ſuffer 
ntro- themſelves to be put upon by Fables, and refign 
ichar- their Judgment up to foolith Pretenſions, but Things 
K, and ſolid Truth is that we ſeek after, 
lieve As about the Author, ſo concerning the place of its 
tboſe Birth there is a great Diſpute, ſome ſay Sparta, o- 
calld thers Peloponeſus, but moſt are for Sicily. 
nen- Lalla the Hacentine, a curious Searcher into Ami- 
 # cuity, thinks this fort of Poetry firſt appeai'd a- 
ns to mongſt the Lacedemonians, for when the Perſians had 
ertain waſted almoſt all Greece, the Spartans [ay that they 
this, for fear of the Barbarians fled into Caves and lurk-' 
s up- ing Holes ; and that the Country Youth then began 
is, I to apply themlelves in Songs to Diana Caryatis, to- 
imſelf gether with the Maids, who amidit their Songs or- 
ion of fer'd Flowers to the Goddeſs : Which Cuſtom con- 
taining ſomewhat of Religion, was in thoſe Places a 
con- long Time very fcrupulouſly obler ved. | 
, the Diomedes the Grammarian, in his Treatiſe of Mea- 
uo g es, declares Sicily to be the Place: For thus he 
at Bu- las, the Sicilian Shepherds in time of a great Peſti- 
led in lence, beg-n to invent new Ceremonies to appeale 
nt be incenſed Diana, whom afterward, for affording her 


good, 


OV help, 
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help, and ſtopping the Plague, they called Aulw: 
z. e. the Freer from their Miſeries. This grew into 5 
Cuſlom, and the Shepherds uſed to meet in 8 0 


nies, to ſing their Deliverer Diana's Praiſe, and Gr 
theſe afterwards paſſing into Italy were there named An 
Bucoliaſte. 

Pomponius Sabimus tells the Story thus : When the if Fo 
Hymns the Virgins us'd to ſing in the Country 0 | neith 
Diana were left off, becauſe, by reaſon of the preſent Judge 
Wars, the Maidens were forc'd to keep cloſe within produ 
the Towns; the Shepherds met, and ſang thoſe Let v 
kind of Songs, which are now calbd Bucolicks, to 2 Can 
Diana; to whom they could not give the uſual Z firſt 8 
Worſnip by reaſon of the Wars: But Donatus ſays, their 
that this kind of Verſes was firſt ſung to Diana by char 
Oreſtes, when he wandred about Italy; after he fled his So 
from Scythia Taurica, and had taken away the Image litude 
of the Goddeſs, and hid it in a bundle of Sticks, 7 hat E 
whence the receiv'd the Name of Faſcelina, or Phat l El etire 
lide x Ts gax4as; at whoſe Altar, the very ſame Place | 

Oreſtes was afterward expiated by his Siſter Tphige- 4 peu 
nia: But how can any one rely on ſuch Fables, when fit to b 
the inconſiderable Authors that propoſe them dil. made 
gree ſo much amongſt themſelves? receiv 

Some are of Opinion, that the Shepherds were 
wont in ſolemn and ſet Songs about the Fields and | # 
Towns to celebrate the Goddeſs Tales; and beg her 3 
to bleſs their Flocks and Fields with a plenteous en- 1 For eith 
creaſe, and that from hence the Name, and Compo. NnNave a 
ſure of Bucolicks continued. And 

Other prying ingenious Men make other Conje- gccurat 
ctures, as to this mazing Controverſie thus Voſſnes From tt 


delivers himſelf ; The Ancients cannot be reconcild, ᷑rals co 
but I rather incline to their Opinion, who think Buco. In his f 
licks were invented either by the Sicilians or Pelopone- Wh 

fians, for both thoſe uſe the Dorick Diale#, and all 


the Greek Bucolicks are writ in that : As for my ſelf Fo 

I think, that what Horace ſays of Elegies may be ap- 

ply'd to the pieſent Subject. From 
elf obſ 


IWho| unplici 
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: Ivan L 


= Who wrote the firſt in » Elegiac ſtrain, 
= Grammarians long have ſearch'd, but ſearch'd in & 
med And undecided ſtill their Doubts remain. (vain; 


the For I find nothing certain about this Matter, ſince 
7 i i neither Valla, a diligent Inquirer after, and a good 
Judge in ſuch Things, nor any of the late Writers 

produce any Thing upon which I can {ately rely: 
et what bezinning this kind of Poetry had, I rhink 
3 can pretty well conjecture: For 'tis likely that 
| Ob Shepherds us'd Songs to recreate themſelves in 
their leiſure Hours whilſt they fed their Sheep; and 
kl that each Man, as his Wit ſerved, accommodated 
fle il Bis Songs to his preſent Circumſtances: To this So- 
nage Alitude invited, and the extream Leiſure that attends 
that Employment abſolutely requir'd it: For as their 


i 13 5 etirement gave them Leiſute, and Solitude a fit 
ſame © Place for Meditation, Meditation and Invention pro- 
bige- guc'd a Verſe, which is nothing elſe but a Speech 
hen fit to be ſung, and lo Songs began: Thus Heſiod was 
diſa- ade a Poet, for he acknowledges himſelf that he 
=Feceiv'd his Inſpiration : 5 

were | 

and Whilſt under Helicon be fed his Lambs. 
| her : 
en- for either the leiſure, or fancy of Shepherds ſeems to 
npo- {Fave a natural 2ptituce to Verſe. 

And indeed I cannot but agree with Lucretius, that 
onje- accurate Searcher into Nature, who delivers that 
offs from that State of Innocence the Golden Age, Paſto- 
id, als continued down to his Time, for after he had 
2uco- In his fifth Book deſcrib'd that moſt happy Age, he 
pone- dds, 

d all | 
y ſelf | For then the . Muſes reign'd. 
De ap- 
From whence 'tis ; very plain, that as Donatus him 
elf obſerv'd, Paſlojals were the Invention of the 
ho mplicity and innocence of that Golden Age, if 


2. there 


12 Raein's Diſcourſe F 
there was ever any ſuch, or certainly of that Time 
which ſucceeded the beginning of the World; For 
tho* the Golden Age mu ſt be acknowledged to be 
only in the fabulous Times, yet *tis certain, that 
the Manners of the firſt Men were ſo plain and fim- MR 
ple, that we may eaſily derive both the innocent 
"= of Shepherds, and Paſiorals from 
THEM. | 
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The SECOND PART. 
b | | of the Nature of PASTORALS. 


9. 


os 
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| 3 | exe OW let us inquire into the Nature of Pa- 
2 ftoral, in what its Excellencies conliit, 


2 
SY 
9 


BY and how it muſt be made to be exact: 
$X$:873% Ard this muſt needs be a hard Taſk, ſince 
7 I have no Guide, neither Ariſtotls nor 
1 Hor ace to direct me, for both they, whatever was 
the Matter, ſpeak not one Word of this ſort of 
Verfe. And Iam of Opinion, that none can treat 
well and clearly of any kind of Poetry, if he hath no 
helps from theſe Two: Bur ſince they lay down 
ſlome genera] Notions of Poetry, which may be uſe- 
ful in the preſent Cale, I ſhall follow their ſteps 28 
cloſe as poſſible I can. 

Not only Ariſtotle but Horace too have defin'd that 
Poetry in general is Imitation ; I mention only theſe 


ca, and in his Timzus, delivers the fame Thing, I 
E {hall not make uſe of his Authority at all: Now as 
3 Comedy according to Ariſtotle is the Image and Repre- 
Jentation of a Genteel and City Life, lo is Paſtoral Ju- 
” try of a Country and Shepherd's Life; for {ſince Pe- 
) in general is Imitation; its ſeveral Species muſt 


The libewile imitate, take driftotle's own Words, Cap. 1. 


aida TUY Y,@veT1v £ TH MILNTeHs 5. and thele Species 
are differenc'd either by the ſubject Matter, when 
the Things to be imitated are quite different, Or 
2 when the Manner in which you imitate, or 'the 
mode of Imitation is lo: c. Teas dn TAVT IS EVE 


- —_ y MiunGls $510) Oy ois hy Ke A= Thus. 
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Tuo, for tho' Plato in his Second Book de Aefubli- 


| 
| 
' 
| 


| 
| 
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kom its Matter a peculiar Difference, by which it is 


_ Piyche He brings in Paniſcus ſinging Bucolicks to his 


' | 
1 
8 
| 
4 


Lullus lays it hath been done,) ſhould we therefore 
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14 Rarin's Diſcourſe Wat 
tho? of Epick Poetry and Tragedy the Subject is the we! 
{ame, and ſome great illuſtrious Action is to be imi- to er 
tated by both, yet ſince one by Reprefentation, and Ways 
the other by plain Narration imitates, each makes a expr 
different Species of Imitation. And Comedy and Tra- Heac 
gedy, tho? they agree in this, that both repreſent, 
yet becauſe the Matter is different, and Tragedy muſt i 


diſtinguiſh'd from all others. 
But here Benius in his Comments upon Arflotle 
Hath ſtarted a conſiderable Query: Which is this; 
Whether Ariſtotle, when he reckons up the different 
Species of Poetry, Cap. 1. doth include Paſtoral, or 
no? And about this I find learn'd Men cannot at al! 
agree: Which certainly Benius ſhould have deter- 
min'd, or not rais'd : Some refer it to that ſort * 
which was ſung 10 4 765 for that Paſtorals were ſo tled, 
Atuleius intimates, when at the Marriage Feaſt of 


neſs © 
Specte. 
tO NOT 
Comich 
mours 
© lorts « 
eckon that divine and incomparable Maſter of He- and tl 
oe Poetry amongſt the Lyricks ? and Sh 
Others with Cefius Baſſus and Iſacius Tzetzes hold as a P. 
that that Diftribution of Poetry, which Ariflotle and etry d 
iully hath left us, is deficient and imperfect; and MW tle Pc 
that only the chief Species are reckoned, but the gather 
more inconſidetable not mention'd : I ſhall not here in- is the ] 
tereſt my ſelf in that Quarrel of the Cyiticks, whether herd, 
we have all Ariſtotle's Books of Poetry or no; this is a rater 
confiderable Difficulty J confeſs, for Laertius who not re: 
accurately weighs this Matter, ſays that he wrote lity in 
Two Bcoks of Rein, the one {oſt, and the other MY prcſ=nt 
1 8 we 


Pipe: But ſince they did not ſeriouſſy enough conſi- 
der, what Ariſtotle meant by that which he calls 
evan, they trifle, talk idly, and are not to be 
hezded in this Matter; for ſuppoſe ſome Muſician 
ſhould fing Virgil's Auais to the Harp, (and Ant. 
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ve have, tho Mutinenſis is of another Mind: But 
to end this Diſpute, I muſt agree with Voſſus, who 
and. Ways the Philolopher comprehended theſe Species not 
es a expreſſy mentioned, under a higher and more noble 
Tra- Head: And that therefore Paſtoral was contain'd in 
Epick, for theſe are his own Words, beſides there are 
picks of an inferiour Rank, ſuch as the Writers of 
Bucolicks. Sincerus, as Minturnus quotes him, is of 
the ſame Mind, for thus he delivers his Opinion 
concerning Epick Verſe : The Matters about which 
ꝛbeſe Numbers may be employed is various, either mean 
and low, as in Paſtorals, great and lofty, as when the 
Subject is Divine Things, or Heroick Ations, or of a 
EZ middle Rank, as when we * them to deliver Precepts 
; in: And this likewiſe he fignifies before, where he 
ſets down Three Sorts of Eficks; One of which, ſays 
He, is Divine, and the moſt excellent by much in all I- 
Zetry ; the other the loweſt but moſt Pure, in which The- 
ter- ocritus excelled, which indeed ſbews nothing of Poetry 
ſort ®befide the bare Numbers : Theſe Points being thus ſet- 
e ſo tled, the remaining Difficulties will be more eaſily 
ſt of 'F diſpatched. 
» his Foras in Dramatick Poetry the Dignity and Mean- 
onſi- Fneſs of the Perſons repreſented make two different 
calls Species of Imitation, the one Tragick, which agrees 
o be to none but great and illuſtrious Perſons ; the other 
ſcian Comick, which ſuits with common and genteel Hu- 
Ant. mours : So in Epick too, there may be reckoned two 
efore forts of Imitation, one of which belongs to Heroes, 
He- and that makes the Heroick ; the other to Ruſticks 
and Shepherds, and that conſtitutes the Paſtoral, Now 

hold as a Picture imitates the Features of the Face, ſo o- 
and ey doth Action, and it is not a Repreſentation of 
and tie Perſon but the Action. From all which we may 
the gather this Definition of Paſtoral: IT: | 
re in- 3s the Imitation of the Action of a Shep* The Definition 
ether herd, or of one taken under that Cha- of Paſtoral. 
s is a % rater : Thus Virgil's Gallus, tho' „ 
who not really a Shepherd, for he was a Man of great qua- 
vrote BY lity in Rome, yet belongs to Paſtoral, becauſe he is re- 
other pre{=nted like a Shepherd: Hence the Poet: 

we FO po The 
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The Goatherd and the heavy Herdſmen came, 
And kindly ask'd what rais'd the fatal Flame. 


2 


The Scene lies amongſt Shepherds, the Swains are 


E 
L465 
[ve 2 
1 
Wet 
5 
3 * 4 


brought in, the Herdſmen come to fee his Miſery, 
and the Fiction is ſuited to the real Condition of a 
Shepherd; the ſame is to be ſaid for his Silenus, who 
tho? he ſeems lofty, and to found too loud for an 
Oaten Reed, yet fince What he tings he ſings to Se- 
herds, and ſuits his Subject to their Apprehenſions, 
his is to be acknowledged Paſtoral, This Rule we 
muſt ſtick to, that we might infallibly diſcern what 
is ſtrictly Paſtoral in Virgil and Theocritus, and what 
not: For in Theocritus there are ſome more lofty 
Thoughts, which not having any Thing belonging nd th 
to Shepherds for their Subject, muſt by no means be 
accounted Paſtoral But of this more in its proper 
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A may be 
My preſent inquiry muſt be what is the Subjet 3. _ 
Matter of a Paſtoral, about which it is not eafie to C 
reſolve; ſince neither from Ariſtotle, nor any of the 
Greeks who. have written Paſtorals, we can receive For cer 
certain Direction. For ſometimes they treat of high F ſty of 
and ſublime Things, like Epick Poets; what can be rehend 
loftier than the whole Seventh Idyllium of Bias, in fety de 
which Myrſan urges Lycidas the Shepherd to ting WY of / 
the Loves of Deidamia, and Achilles, For he begins ether 3 
from Helen's Rape, and goes on to the revengeful E hat is 


Fury of the Atrides, and ſhuts up in one Paſtoral, all Reries 0 
that is great and founding in Homer's Iiad. 1 FR 
| 8 For 


Sparta was fir d with Rage, 5 2 How | 
Aud gather d Greece to proſecute Revenge. And 
And e 


And Theocritis's Verſes are ſometimes as ſound- 
ing, and his Thoughts as high: For upon teriousM „ 
Conſideration I cannot mind what part of all the By tir 
Heroicks is ſo ſtrong and ſounding as that Idyllium on | 
Hercules, M:wog01w, in which Hercules himſelf tells 


-———, at 
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yleus, how he kili'd the Lyon whoſe Skin he wore : 
or, not to mention many, what can be greater 
han this Expreſſion. 


lery, 
tad jot one Line below Heroick ; the greatneſs of this is 
moſt inexpreſſible. 1 2011 


jg d. the, wdidacte 
we Jews id | | 


the Panegyrick on Ptolemy, Helen's Epithalamium, - 
nd the Fight of young Hercules and the Snakes > 
is be Now bow is it likely that ſuch Subjects ſhauld be fit 


oper r Taſtorals, of which in my Opinion, the tame 


£5 
9 


may be (aid which Ovid doth of his Cydippe ? 
je  _ _ 
%% Cydippe, Homer, doth not fit thy Muſe. 
eine For certainly Paſorals ought not to riſe to the Ma- 
high ty of Herojcks e But who on the other ſide dares re- 
| be prehend ſuch great and judicious Authors, whoſe - 
ery doing it, is Authority enough? What ſhall I 
Ay of Virgil? Who in his Sixth Eclogue hath put to- 
gins gether almoſt all the Particulars of the fabulous Age; 

Fat is fo high to which S;lenus that Maſter of My- 
all teries doth not ſoar ? 


Por lo] he ſung the World's fupendious Birth, 
Hor ſcatter d Seeds of Sea, of Air, and Earth, 

3 And purer Fire through univerſal Night 

And empty ſpace did fruitfully unite - 

From whence th" innumerable race of Things 

the y circular ſucceſſive order ſprings : 


tells | | And 
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this Diviſion, who in his Fourth Eclogue, (as he 
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2 And afterward, 
How Pyrra's Stony Race roſe from the Ground, 
And Saturn reign'd with golden Plenty Crown'd ! 
How bold Prometheus ( whoſe unt am d deſire, 
Rival'd the Sun with his own Heavenly Fire ) 


Now doom'd the Scythian Vultures endleſs Prey 
Severely pays for animating Clay, | 


FEA 
C238) 


So true, ſo certain it is, that nothing is ſo high and * 
lofty to which Bucolicks may not ſucceſsfully aſpire, F<" ; 
But if this be ſo, what will become of Macrobius e' 3 
Georgius Valla, Fulius Scaliger, Voſſius, and the whole . L 
Company of Grammarians? Who all affirm that ſim- 

licity and meanneſs is ſo eſſential to Paſtorals, that 
it ought to be confin'd to the State, Manners, Ap- 

rehenſion and even common Phraſes of Shepherds: 

or nothing can be ſaid to be Paſtoral, which is not 
accommodated to their Condition: And for this 
Reaſon Nannius Acmaritanus in my Opinion is a Tri- 
fler, Who, in his Comments on Virgil's Eclogues, 4 She 
thinks that thoſe forts of Compoſures may now and 72,7 
then be- lofty, and treat of great Subjects: Where he 
likewiſe divides the Matter of Bucolicks, into Low, This 
Middle, and High: And makes Virgil the Author of py the 
ontinu 
ne ſm 
ar wa 
heme: 


imagines) divides the matter of Bucolicks into Three 
Sorts, and intimates this Diviſion by theſe Three 1 
Words : Buſbes, Shrubs and Woods. 2 


| | OY | ows t 

Sicilian. Muſe begin a loftier ſtrain, F-ocy, 

The Buſhes and the Shrubs that ſhade the Plain 1 i 
| = muy 


| Delight not all: if I to Woods repair 


appil 
My Song ſhall make them worth a Conſul's Care. the! 


the I 
Ther 
ubject. 
atter, 
ale 


By Woods, 4s he fancies, Virgil means high and f 
ſtately Trees, ſo He would have a great and lofty 
Subject to be implied, ſuch as he deſigned oe; , 

| onſul © | 
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2/4 : By Buſhes, which are almoſt even with the 
round, the meaneſt and loweſt Argument; and by 
Phrubs a Subject not ſo high as the one, nor ſo low as 


5 
© 
— 


Ine other, as the Thing it 1elf is. And therefore theſe 


ies, 
15 Tf I to Woods repair | 
= My Song ſball make them worth a Conſul's Care. 


are thus to be underſtood, That if we chooſe high 
end ſublime Arguments, our Work will be fit for the 
1 =Fatronage of a Conſul, This is Nanniw's Interpreta- 
„ Place; too pedantical and ſubtle I'm a- 
ire, ion of that 1 e, 
| raid, for it is not credible, that ever Virgil thought 
hole pf reckoning great and lofty Things among the Sub- 
. Betts of Bucolicks, eſpecially ſince, | 2 
{im- 4 921 P Y * N 
that : 3 i 
Ap en his Thalia rais'd her holder Voice 
rds: And Kings and Battles were her lofty choice, 
wie = Phebus did twitch hs Ear, mean thoughts infuſe, 
Th 1 And with this whif, per check'd'th' aſpiring Muſe 
gues, 4 Shepherd, Tityrus, his Sheep ſhould feed, 
75 And chooſe a Subjeſꝶ ſuited io hu Reed. 
re hjñe 
Low, This certainly was a ſerious Admonition implied 
xr of Wy the twitching of his Ear, and I believe if he had 
s he Wontinued in this former Humour, and not obey'd 
-hree We ſmarting Admonition, he had {till felt it; ſo 
'hree ar was he from thinking Kings and Battles fit 
Themes for a Shepherd's Song: And this evidently 
Hows that in Virgil's Opinion, contrary to Nanniw's 
Fancy, great Things cannot in the leaſt be compre- 
ended within the ſubject Matter of Piſtorals; no, 
muſt be low and humble, which Theocritus very 
Happily expreſſeth by this Word Bexzoardodev, i. e. 
b the Interpreters explain it, /ing humble Strains. 
Therefore let Paſtoral never venture upon a lofty 
| and Hubject, let ir not recede one jot. from its proper 
lofty latter, but be employ'd about Ruſlick Affairs; Such 
r the s are mean and humble in themſelves; and ſuch 
nſul * | are 
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are the Affairs of Shepherds, eſpecially their Love 

but thoſe muſt be pure and innocent; not diſturb 
by vain ſuſpicious Jealouſie, nor polluted by Rape 
The Rivals muſt not fight, and their Emulation 
muſt be without Quarrellings: Such as Vida meant I. 


Whilft on his Reed he Shepherds ſtrifes conveys, 
And ſoft complaints in ſmooth Sicilian Lays, 


* 


Preſents > but not coſtly, ſuch are yellow Apple w rou 


firms, 


1 aflora 

| will all 
Sometimes Funeral-Rites are the Subject of an . 2. 3 
logue, where the Shepherds ſcatter Flowers on Went 
Tomb, and ſing Ruſtick Songs in Honour of i humbei 
Dead: Examples of this kind are left us by Vi that 7, 
in his Daphnis, and Bion in bis Adonis, and this bar hich 
nothing diſagreeable to a Shepherd: In ſhort, Wied to 1 
ever, (the Decorum being ſtill preſerv'd) can Wer 77 
done by a Shepherd, may be the Subject of a Pal 
ral. 5 | 3» 


Now there may be more kinds of Subjects th 
Servits or Donatus allow, for they confine us to th 
Number which Virgil hath made uſe of, tho' Ane coin 
turns in his ſecond Book de Poeta declares again Re 
this Opinion: But as a glorious Heroick Action mf 
be the Subject of an Heroick Poem, ſo a Taſtoral i Some 
_ Eton of a Taſtoral; at leaſt it muſt be ſo turu'd 24 ountry 
wrought, that it might appear to be the Action Pought o 


a Shepherd; which Caution is very neceſſary to 


Baſeneſs was wonderful in that good Age. 


obſerv' 
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RE obſerv'd, to clear a great many Difficulties in this 
EX Matter? For tho' as the Interpreters aſſure us, micit 
of /7r2il's Eclogues are about the Civil War, plaut- 
ion ing Colonies, the Murder of the Emperour, and the 
like, which in themſelves are too great and too loi- 
ty for humble Paſtoral to reach, yet becaule they are 
P2ccommodated to the Genius of Shepherds, may be 
the Subject of an Eclogue, for that ſometimes will ad- 
mit of Gods and Heroes, lo they appear like, and are 
ſhrouded under the Perlons of Shepuerds : Eut as for 
theſe Matters which neither really are, nor are {6 
1 wrought as to ſeem the Actions of Shepherds, ſuch 
e are in Moſchw's Europa, Theocritg's Epithalamium of 
Helen, and Virgil's Pollio ; to declare my Opinion free: 
gn my, I cannot think them to be fit Subjects for Buco- 
rvalicks : And upon this Account I ſuppole it is that 
be fi Servins in his Comments on Virgil's Bucolicks reckons 
it Ca only ſeven of Virgil's ten Eclogues, and only ten of 
nal heocritus's thirty, to be pure Paſtorals; and Salmaji- 
Xs upon Solims lays, that amongſt Theocritus's Poems 
there are ſome which you may call what you pleaſe beſide 
R/Y:florals : And Heins in his Schalia upon IJHeocritus 
ill allow but Ten of his Idylliums to be Bucolicks, 

an . 2. 3. 4. 5. 6. 7. 8. 9. II. for all the reſt are de- 
on ühfieient either in Matter or Form, and from this 
of üipumber of pure Paſtoral Idylliums I am apt to think, 
Vingghat Theocritus ſeems to have made that Pipe, on 
3s ha hich he tun'd his Paſtorals, and which he confecra- 
wha d to Pan, of ten Reeds, as Saimajis in his Notes on 
can Wheocritus's Pipe hath learnedly obſerv'd: In which 
Pago Verſes always make one Red of the Pipe, therefore 
are /o unequal, like the unequal Keeds of a Pipe, that 

ts tis " you fut two Equals together, which make one Keed, 
to Me wh:le inequality conſiſts in ten Piirs; when iu 
o Migge common Pipes there were ulually no more than 
a gau Reeds, and this the lels curious Obſervers have 


on mF-:<leily paſt by. | ; 

oral Soms are of Opinion that whatever is done in the 
ud ountry, and, in one Word, every Thing that hath 
ction Wought of the City in it, may be treated of in ÞPaſt9- 


%%; and that the Diſcourſe of Fiſhers, Plowmen, 
D 2s Reapers, 
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Affairs, either the Hardſhip and painful Labour will #7; 
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Reapers, Hunters, and the like, belong to this kind 
of Poetry: Which according to the Rule that I have 
laid down cannot be true, for as I before hinted, no- 
thing but the Action of a Shepherd can be the Sub- ; 


e 
ject of a Paſtoral. Eb | 7 ia 
I ſhall not here enquire, tho' it may ſeem proper, Jof th 
whether we can decently bring into an Eclogue 5, foi 


Reapers, Vine-dreflers, Gardeners, Fowlers, Hunt, ;. 
ers, Fiſhers, or the like, whoſe Lives for the met 
part are taken up with too much Buſineſs and Em 
ployment to have any vacant Time for Songs, and 
idle Chat, which are more agreeable to the leiſure WM. 
of a Shepherd's Life: For in a great many Ruſtick 


not ad mit a Song, asinPlowing; or the Solitude, as in 
Hunting, Fiſhing, Fowling, and the like; but of 
this I ſhall difcourle more largely in another place. 

Now it is not ſufficient to make a Poem a true I. 


ould have Fable to be the Form: Arifiotle, Imitati. / ꝓher hi; 


2 


n: I ſhall not diſpute what Difference there is be- oral, i 


ween theſe Two, but only inquire whether Imitati-o ſays, 
on be the Form of Paſtoral: It is certain that Epic as not! 


Poetry is differenc'd from Tragick only by the mai} als, as 


. 


ner of Imitation, for the latter imitates by Action, they u 


and the former by bare Narration: But Paſtoral i ontains 
the Imitation of a Paſtoral! Action either by bare Nat ge, tw 
1ation, as in Virgil's Alexis, and Theocritus's 7th isd as 
dyliium, in which the Poet {peaks all along in his deing dri 
own Perſon: Or by Action, as in Virgil's Tityrus, and plowers 
che firſt of Theocritus, or by both mixt, as in the Fouths. 
Second and Eleventh Idylliums, iv which the PottWhes : $4, 
partly ſpeaks in his own Perſon, and partly m__ 0 ind defi; 
a | ” thers | 
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ind ters ſpeak, and I think the old Seholiaſt on Tbegert⸗ 


hs 1 tus took an hint from theſe when he ſays, that Paſto- 


no- rah is a mixture made up of all ſorts, for it is Narra- 
ub- PZtive, Dramatick, and mixt; and Ariſtotle, tho? ob- 

ſlcurely, ſeems to hint in thoſe Words, In every one 
of the mentioned Arts there is Imitation, in ſome (imple, 


gue in ſome mixt ; now this latter being peculiar to Juco- 


From all which it is very manifeſt that the manner of 
e Tu. Imitation which is proper to P3ftorals is the mixe: 
nep- For in other kinds of Poetry it is one and ſimple, ar 
here ſeaſt not ſo manifold ; as in Tragedy, Alion In Erich 
oy Poetry, Narration. | 922 5 
aft Now I ſhall explain what ſort of Fable; Manners, 
Mat- hought, Expreſſion, which four are neceſſaty to con- 


a 


hep. ftitute every kind of Poetry, are proper to this ſort. 

1d 0 Concerning the Fable which Atiſtotle calls. cure. 
_ CAC ONES 

5 us, I have but one thing to ſay : This, as the Philoſo- 
itati - pher hints, as of all other ſorts of Poetry, fo of Pa- 
s be- ſtoral, is the very Soul: And therefore Socrates in Na- 


nitati ſo lays, that in thoſe Verſes which he had made there 


o 
» 


they will be Poetry: Thus in Virgil's Silenus, wh ich 
Jontains the Stories of almoſt fue whole Fabulous 
Narr Age, two Shepherds whom Silenus had often pro- 
-2$i3'd a Song, and as often deceiv'd, ſeize upon him, 
being drunk and aſleep, and bind him with wreath'a 
and lowers : gle comes in and incourages the timorous 
ne ouths, and ſtains his jolly red Face with Black-ber. 
Poel ies: Sjlenus laughs at their innocent Contrivance, 
Ind deſires to be unbound, and-then with a preme. 
| 1 dita ted 
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ditated Song ſatisfies the Nymphs and Boys Curiofi- | 

ty ; the incomparable Poet ſings wonders, the Rocks | 
rejoice, the Vales eccho, and happy Eurotas, as if 
Phebus himſelf ſang, hears all, and bids the Laurels 7 
that grow upon his Banks liſten to, and learn the Song. 


Happy Eurotas as he fow'd along vain 
Heard all, and bad the Laurels learn the Song. 


Thus every Eclogue or Idyllium muſt have its Fa 


ble, which muſt be the ground-work of the whole % ; 
Deſign, but it muſt not be perplex'd with ſudden and Wife 
unlook'd for changes, as in Murinus's Adonis: For Fr " 
that, tho' the Fable be of a Shepherd, yet by realon true e 
of the ſtrange Bombaſt under Plots, and wonderful oran 
Occurrences, cannot be accounted Paſtoral 3 for that hath 
it might be agreeable to the Perſon it treats of, it F ke: 
zuſt be plain and fimple, ſuch as Sophocles's Ajax, in opota 
which there is not ſo much as one change of Fortune. Mann. 
As for the Manners, let that Precept, which Ho- the r. 
race lays down in his Epiſtle to the Pſones, be prin-! X Wa 
cipally oblerved. | Err, w 
WWW n 
Let each be grac'd with that which ſuits him beſt, 5 made 
For this, as it is a Rule relating to Poetry in gene. 1 pm 
ral, ſo it reſpects this kind alſo of which we ate heels or 
treating; and againſt this Taſſo in his Amyntas, Bo fre yer 
aarell:s in his Phyllis, Guarin:s in his Piſtor Fido, Nou 
Marinus in his Idhlliums, and moſt of the Taliam guow'd 
grievoully offend, for they make their Shepherds too 5/0 5; 
polite, and elegant, and cloath them with all the ions, 


neatnelſs of the Town, and Complement of the Coutt put elo 
which tho* it may ſeem very pretty, yet among Pharad 
goed Criticks, let Veratus ſay what he will in then 1. unt 
Excuſe, it cannot be allowed: For it is againſt MW ng in h 
turnus's Opinion, who in his lecond Book de Peli pe endu 
lays thus: Mean Perſons are brought in, thoſe in O nd is 
medy indeed move polite, thoſe in Paſtorals more une lt Plockiſh 


+ ro 
3 
4 
oa 
9 1 
FT 
3 


gant, as ſuppos'd to lead a rude Life in Solitude; andain Int. 
F1fon Denor a Doctor of Tadua takes notice ” the ho in 
| ; | lame 
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_ for a like Fault reprehended the Megarenfians, who 
obſer ved no Decorum in their Theatre, but brought in 


* 


arels mean Perſons with a Train fit for a Ning, and 
ONS Tcloath'd a Cobler or a Tinker in a Purple Robe: In 
vain doth Veratus in his Diſpute againſt Faſon De- 
or, to defend thoſe elaborately exquiſite Diſcourſes, . 
and notable ſublime Sentences of his Paſtor Fido, 
bring ſome lofty Idylliums of Theocritus, for thoſe are 
not acknowledged to be Paſtoral; Theocritus and 
/irgil muſt be conſulted in this Matter, the former 
deſignedly makes his Shepherd's Diſcourſe in the 
Dorick, i. e. the Ruſiick Dialed, ſometimes ſcarce 
true Grammar: and the other ſtudiouſſy affects Ig- 
norance in the Perſons of his Shepherds, as Servizs 
"Hath obſerv'd, and is evident in Melibeus, who 
makes Oaxes to be a River in Crete, when tis in Me 
¶ſopotamia; and both of them take this way, that the 
Manners may the more exactly ſuit with the Perſons 
1 Ho* they repreſent, who of themſelves are rude and un- 


x 
8 
+ 


poliſh'd. And this proves that they ſcandalouily 
err, who make their Shepherds appear polite and e- 
gegant, nor can I imagine what Veratis who makes 
jo much ado about the polite Manners of the Arca- 
"Wan Shepherds, would lay to Polybins, who tells us 
gene that the Arcadians, by reaſon of the Mountainoul- 
e u? gels of the Country, and Hardneis of the Weather, 
re very unſociable and auſtere. 

Nou as too much Neatneſs in Pafloral is not to be 
llow'd, ſo Ruſticity (I do not mean that which 
Nato in his Third Book of a Common-wealth, men- 
Jions, which is but a part of a down-right Honelly ) 
put clowniſh Stupadity, fuch as Theophraſtus, in his 
Character of a Ruſtick, deſcribes; or that dilagre:- 
ble unfaſhioneble Roughneſs which Sorace menti- 
Mir, pns in his Epiſlle to Lolliur, muſt not ia my Opinion 
Tel! pe endur'd. On this fide Mantuan errs exireamly, 
in CBind is intolerably abſurd, who makes Shepherds 
une!-Wlockiſhly ſortiſh, and inſuffersbly rude. And a cer- 


. 


" 


2 3 on ain Interpreter blames Theocritus for the lame thing, 
of Uho in fore Mens Opinion ſometimes keeps too 
lame f D 3 elol⸗ 
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Cloſe to the Clown, and is ruſtick and uncouth ; bur 
his m ay be very well excus'd, becauſe the Age in 
which he lang was not as polite as now. 1 
Bur that every part may be ſuitable to a Shepherd, 
we muſt conſult unſta ind, uncorrupted Nature; ſo 
that the Manners might not be too Clowniſh nor too 
Courtly : And this Mean may be eafily obſerved, it 
the Manners of our Shepherds be repreſented accor- 
ding to the Genins of the Golden Age, in which, if 
| Guarinus may be believ'd, every Man follow'd that 
Employment. And Nannius in the Preface to his 
Comments on Virgil's Bucolicks, is of the fame O- 
pinjon, for he requires that the Manners might re- 
preſent the Golden Age: And this was the Reaſon 
that Figil himſelf in his Pio deſcribes that Age, 
which he knew very well was proper to Bucolick:- 
For in the whole Courſe of 2 Shepherd's Life, there 
can be no form more excellent than that which was 
the Practice of the Golden Age; and this may ſerve! * 
to moderate and temper the Affections that muſt be and ne 
expreſt in this fort of Poetry, and {ufficiently declare afford 
the whole Eſſence of it, which in ſhort muſt be taken very l 
from the Nature of a Shepherd's Life, to which a umble 
Courtly Dreſs is not agreeable. | a 57 
That the Thougbt may be commendable, it muſt engt 
be {uitable to the AManners 5 48 thoſe muſt be plain E ſeth tt 
and pure that muſt be ſo too: nor muſt contain any e the 
deep, exquiſite, or elaborate Fancies And again [peaks 
this the Italians offend, who continually hunt after? Palace, 
ſmart witty Sayings, very fooliſhly in my Opinion eellent 
for in the Country, where all things ſnould be full of hath ne 


Plainnelſs and Simplicity, who would paint or en- ſtoral! 


dea vour to be gaudy, when ſuch Appearances would 4 raid ; 
be very diſagreeable, and offend? Pontanus in this far you 
matter hath (aid very well, The Thought muſt not he t 3 yy 
exquiſite and witty, the Compariſons obvious and con- Dorkck. 
mon, ſuch as the State of Terſons a hi ire: e 

» #1 f Ferfons and Things require dure it 


Yer tho' too ſcrupulous a Curioſity in Ornament ,; 
ought to be rejected, yet left the Thought be cold s ere 
and flat, it muſt have lome Quickneſs of Paſſion, a; n 
in theſe; | = 
Cruti 


* 
2 
2 
bb 
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Cruel Alexis can't my Verſes move? 
Haſt thou no Titty * I muſt die for Love. 


And again, 


*. , He neither Gods, nov yet my Verſe regards. 


= 4 The Senſe muſt Not be long, copious, and conti- 
his nued, for Paſtoral is weak, and not able to hold out; 
O- but of this more when I come to lay down Rules for 
re- ts Compoſure: But tho? it ought to imitate Comed 


) 


cks: 


) 


„the very ſame thing an Aleæandrian flouts the 
ian Women in the Fifteenth Idyllium of Theocritus 3 
for when they, being then in the City, ſpoke the 


in its common way of Diſcourſe, yet it muſt not chuſe 
old Comedy for its Pattern, for that is too impudent, 
and licentiouſly abuſive. Let it be free and modeſt, 
honeſt and ingenuous, and that will make it agree- 
able to the Golden Age. 


Let the Expreſſion be plain and eaſy, b 
and near, and the pureſt which the Lang 
afford; Pontanus upon Virgil's Bucolicks 

very ſame Rule. In Bucolicks the Expreſſo 
humble, nearer common Diſcourſe than otherwiſe, not 
very ſpirituous and vivid, yet ſuch as ſhows Life and 
Strength: Tis certain that Virgil in his Bucolicks u- 
ſeth the ſame Words which Tully did in the Forum 
or the Senate: and Tityrus beneath his ſhady Beech 
Il peaks as pure and good Latin as Auguſtus in his 
Palace, as Modicius ihis Apology for Virgil hath ex- 
-Fcellently obſerv'd. This Rule, it is true, Theocritus 
FE bath not fo ſtrictly follow'd, whoſe Ruſtick and Pa- 
3 ftoral Muſe, as Quintilian phraſeth it, not only is 
afraid to appear in the Forum, but the City : and for 
Syracu- 


ut elegant 
uage will 
gives the 
n muſt be 


Dorick Diale&, the delicate Citizen could not en 


dure it, and found fault with their diſtaſtful, as he 


thought, 


0 Pronunciation: and his Reflection was ves 
ry (mat. | | 


Like 
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Like Pidgeons you have Mouths from Ear to Ear. 


So intolerable did that broad way of Pronunciati- Smar 
on, tho? exactly fit for a Clown's Diſcourſe, ſeem to 
a Citizen. And hence Probus obſerves, that it was © 
much harder for the Latines to write Paſtorals, than 
for the Greeks ; becauſe the Latines had not ſome 2 


1 Et ner 
Mat thi 
mple, 


e ſubl 


very lame, when he tells us that Poetry faſhions its wm 
Subject as Men imagine it ſhould be, and not as re- En 3 
ally it is: Seeg SoZav, & Seis annberay: Now the Prreugt 


higheſt Perfection, is to be referr'd to the Manner? nd eon 


and Age of the World whiiſt yet innocent, and ſuch Teri th 
Wot cloſe 


Pe ruin'c 
Freep; 1 
our of 

Anoth 
91mitat 


Simplicity imaginable : for as Innocence in Life, ſof 
5 ” Puri 


Purity and Simplicity in Diſcourſe was the Glory of 
that Age. So as Gravity to Epicks, Sweetnels to 
Lyricks, Humour to Comedy, Softnels to Elegies, and 
Smartneſs to Epigrams, ſo Simplicity to | Paſtorals is 


ati- 5 
_ proper; and one upon Theocritus ſays, That the Idea 
was F his Bucolicks is in every part pure, and in all that 
han Felongs to Simplicity very bappy. Such is this of Vir 
ome il, Unwholſome to us Singers is the ſhade N 
= FM Of Juniper, tis an unwholſome Shade. 
no, Than which in my Opinion nothing can be more 
V imply, nothing more ruſtically aid; and this is 
111% he Reaſon L ſuppoſe why Macrobius ſays that this 
we, kind of Poetry is creeping and upon mean Subjects: 
mnt ind why too Virgil's Tityrus lying under his ſhady 


„K 5; Beech diſpleaſeth ſome z excellent Criticks indeed, 
1ath Fhom I wiſh a little more Senſe, that they might - 
ght. hot really be, what they would not ſeem to be, Ri- 
5 f iculous : Theocritus excels Virgil in this, of whom 
Iodicius ſays, Theocritus deſerves the greateſt Commen- 


- 3 ation for his happy Imitation of the Simplicity of his 
line; hepherds : Virgil hath miæ d Allegories, and ſome o- 


Per things which contain too much Learning, and deep- 
pe /s of Thought for Perſons of ſo mean a Quali; 
Pet here I muſt obviate their Miſtake, who fancy 
hat this ſort of Petry, becauſe in it felf low and 
Fmple, is the proper Work of mean Wits, and not 
Fe ſublime and excellent Perfections: For as I think 
"Fere can be nothing more elegant than eaſy naked 
"Simplicity, ſo likewiſe nothing can require more 
"Strength of Wit, and greater Pains ; and he muſt be 
Ir a great and clear Judgment, who attempts Paſtoral, 
Ind eomes of with Honour: For there is no part of 
Poetry that requires more Spirit, for if any part is 
pot cloſe and well compacted the whole Fabrick will 
ught e ruin'd, and the Matter, in it ſelf humble, muſt 

reep; unleſs it is held up by the Strength and Vi- 


er of 
Pour of the Expreſſion. 


1 ht 2 2 . - N . 
. Another Qualification and Excellence of Paſtoral is 
e lo imitate Timanthes's Art, of whom cio ag "YE 
, [0] 
| thus; 
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thus; Timanthes was very ingenious, in all his Pieces 
more was to be underſtood than the Colours expreſs'd, 
and tho his Art was very extraordinary, yet his Fancy 
exceeded it. In this Virgil is peculiarly happy, but 
others, eſpecially raw unexperienced Writers, if they 
are to deſcribe a Rainbow, or a River, pour out their 
whole Stock, and are unable to contain. Now it is 
properly requiſite to a Paſloral that there ſhould be 3 
great deal couch'd in a few Words, and every thing 
it fays, ſhould be fo ſhort, and fo cloſe, as if its 
chiefeſt Excellence was to be. {paring in Expreſſion :} 
ſuch is that of Virgil; 0 


Theſe Fields and Corn ſhall a Barbarian ſhare J 
See the Effects of all our Civil War. 


. <0 

3 
"2 3 

2 


How ſhort is that? how conciſe? and yet ho- 


full of Senfe: In the ſame Eclague, K. R 
I wonder d why all thy Complaints were made, Y ws 


Abſent was Tityrus: hany S 


Fora), i 


28, 


Mopſus wed: Niſa, what may nt Lovers hope? 


18 oo 
h 
And in the ſecond Eclogue. 1815 


Whom doſt thou fly, ab Frantick ! oft the Vocd- .I y 
Hold Gods, and Paris equal to the Gods. b 
SS 7 ö 1 nd thi: 
This Grace Virgil learn'd from Theocritus, almoſt d ther 
all whole Periods ; eſpecially in the Third Hylliun, Which is 
have no Conjunction to connect them, that the Senſe 5 pride 
might be more cloſe, and the Affection vehement any mc 
and ſtrong: as in this, If ſuch 

| Poubt of 
Pie, in! 


Let all things change, let Pears the Firs adorn 
w Daphnis die;. 


952 

3; 

2 
And! 
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4 1 | And in the third Eclogue. 
but 3 \ But when ſbe ſaw, how great was the Surprize ! &c. 


geit And any one may find a great many of the like in 
tis Theocritus and Virgil, if with a leiſurely Delight he 
be 3 gmicely examines their delicate Compoſures : And 
1ing this I account the greateſt Grace in Paftorals, which 
its In my Opinion thoſe that write Paſtorals do not, ſuf- 
on: Ficiently obſerve. *Tis true, ours (the French) and 
| the Italian Language is too babling to endure it; this 
s the Rock, on which thoſe. that write Paſtorals in 
their Mother Tongue are uſually ſplit, but the Ha- 
Jans are inevitably loſt; who having ſtore of Vit, a 
"Fery ſubtle Invention and flowing Fancy, cannot 
ew Fontain; every thing that comes into their Mind 
OW | | 
muſt be poured out, nor are they able to endure the 
"Feaſt Reſtraint ; as is evident from Marinus's Tdyl- 
Fums, and a great many of that Nation who have 
*Fentur'd on fuch Compoſures : For unleſs there are 
Wany Stops and Breakings off in the Series of a Ha- 
oral, it can neither be pleaſing nor artificial: And 
"3: my Opinion Virgil excells Theocritus in this, for 
*F712i/ is neither ſo continued, nor fo long as The- 
*@&ri:z5, who indulges too much the Garrulity of 
Dis Greek; nay, even in thoſe things which he ex- 
Preſſeth he is more cloſe, and more cautiouſly con- 
als that part which ought to be diſſembled: And 
his Jam lure1s a moſt admirable part of Eloquence; 
=S 7u!ly in his Epiſtle to Atticus lays, *Tis rare tg 
Weak eloquently, but more rare to be eloquently ſilent. 
Ind this unskilful Criticks are not acquainted with, 
Ind therefore are wont oftner to find fault with that 
hich is not fitly expreſt, than commend that which 
prudently conceal'd. I could heap up a great 
hany more things to this purpoſe, but I ſee no need 
f ſuch a Trouble, fince no Man can rationally 
Peubt of the Goodneſs of my Obſervation : There- 
Pie, in ſhort, let him that writes Paſtorals _— 
re- 
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Erevity, if it doth not obſcure his Senſe, to be the 
greateſt Grace which he can attain. —_— 

Now why Bucolick: ſhould require ſuch Brevity, 
and be lo eſſentially ſparing in Expreſſion, I ſee no 
other Reaſon but this; it loves Simplicity ſo much, 
that it muſt be averſe to that Pomp and Oltentatio*# 
which Epick Poetry muſt ſhow, for that muſt be co 
pious and flowing, in every part ſmooth and equal 

to it [elf : But Paſtoral muſt diſſemble, and Hide e- 
ven that which it would ſhow, like Damon's Galaten 
who flies then when ſhe moſt deſires to be dilcovered 


=p 
bs 


b And to the Buſhes flies, yet would be ſeen. 


And this dorh not proceed from any maliciou ee s 
ill-natur'd Coyneſs, as lome imagine, but from a pleaſe 
ingenuous Modefty and Baſhfulneſs, which uluallFEclog 
accompanies, and is a Proof of Simplicity. Tis vey maint 
rare, lays Pliny, to find a Man fo exquiſitely skilful not pl 
as to be able to ſbow thoſe Features in a Picture whii Th. 
he hides; and I think it to he ſo difficult a Task, tha ricus c 
none but the molt excellent Wits can atteiapt it wil Lee ks 

Succeſs: For ſmall. Wits uſually abound with a muh eauſe! 
titude of Words. _ YG 
The Third Grace of Bucolicks is Neatneſs, which nd Fl 
contains all the taking Prettineſs and Sweetneſs uch a 
Expreſſion, and whatſoever is call'd the Delicaci Pasket 
of the more delightful and pleaſing Muſes. This th and ar. 
Rural Muſes betiow'd on Virgil, as Horace in ti f you 
tenth Satire of his firſt Book ſays, 3 nicely 
| 1] for t 
voided 
pulous 
es Qui. 
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And Virgil happy Muſe in Eclogues Plays, 

Soft and facetious ; 0 
Which Fabius takes to ſignify the moſt taking Neat e 4 
neſs, and moſt exquiſite Elegance imaginable : Fall 
thus he explains this place, in which he agrees wii 
Tully, who in his Third Book de Oratore, ſays, ti eln 4 
Altticks are facetious, i. e. elegant, Tho' the conf 
mon Interpreters of theſe Words are not of the fang 


3 
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e the 5 
mind: But if by facetious, Horace had meant jeſting, 
vity, and ſuch as is deſign d to make Men laugh, and ap- 
0 ply'd that to Vigil, nothing could have been more 
uch, ridiculous; it is the Deſign of Comedy to raiſe Laugh- 
ation ter, but Eclogue ſhould only delight, and charm by 
e co. its taking Prettineſs. All raviſhing Delicacies of 
equi Thought, all Sweetneſs of Expreſſion, all that Salt from 
Je e. which Venus, as the Poets fable, roſe, are ſo eſſen- 
late, tial to this kind of Poetry, that it cannot endure any 
rered thing that is ſcurrilous, maliciouſly biting, or ridi- 
culous. There muſt be nothing in it but Honey, 
Milk, Roſes, Violets, and the like Sweetnels, ſo that 
. EFwhen you read 508 IE think that you are in Ado- 
ciou iss Gardens, as the Greeks peak, i. e. in the moſt 


m a pleaſant place imaginable : For ſince the Subject of 
tual Eclogue muſt be mean and unſurprizing, unleſs it 
s ven maintains Purity and Neatneſs of Expreſlion, it can- 

kilful not pleale. 8 
which Therefore it muſt do as Tully ſays his Friend A. 
„ tha ricus did, who entertaining his Acquaintance with 
t wit Lees and Onions, pleas'd them all very well, be- 
mul cauſe he had them ſerv'd up in wicker Chargers, and 
clean Baskets; fo let an Eclogue ſerve up its Fruits 
which and Flowers with lome, tho' no coſtly Imbelliſhment, 
els uch as may anſwer to the wicker Chargers, and 
icacit Paskets; which may be provided at a cheap rate, 
nis th and are agreeable to the Country: yet (and this Rule 
in ti f you aim at exact Simplicity, can never be too 
Inicely oblervd) you muit moſt carefully avoid all 
Paint and Gawdirels of Expreſſion, and (which of 
all torts of Elegancies is the moſt difficult to ba a- 
voided) you mull take the greateſt Care that no ſcru- 
pulous Trimneſs, or artificial Fineneſs appear. For, 
Es Luintilian teaches, in ſome Caſes Diligence and 
ae are moſt troubleſomely perverſe; and when 
Fhings are moſt ſweet they are next to loathſome, 
3 and many times degenerate : Therefore as in Wo- 
men, a careleſs Drels becomes ſome extreamly; Thus 
8 a/toral, that it might not be uncomely, ought ſome- 
nes to be negligent, or the fineſt of its Ornaments 
dught not to appear and lie open to every Body's 
E | View ; 
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View : fo that it ought to affect a ſtudied Careleſ. 
nels, and deſiga'd Negligence : And that this may 
be all Gawdinels of Dreſs, ſuch as Paint and Curls, 
all artificial Shining is to be deſpis'd, but in the Fa 
mean time care muſt be taken that the Ex. 
preſlion be bright and ſimply clean, not filthy and 4 
difgufttul, but ſuch as 1s varniſh'd with Wit and 3 
Fancy. Now to perfect this, Nature is chiefly to be 
look'd upon (for nothing that is diſagreeable to Na. 1 
ture can pleaſe) yet that will hardly prevail naked 
by it (elf, and without the poliſhing of Art. : 
Then there are Three things, in which, as in its 1 
parts, the whole Chara#er of a Paſtoral is contain'd ;| 7 2 
Simplicity of Thought and Expreſſion; Shortneſs i 5 
Periods, full of Senſe and Spirit; and the Bellag 4 


of a moſt elegant raviſhing unaffected Neatneſs. b 7 
Next I will enquire into the En, and then Wh 

into the Final Cauie of Faſtorals. = Betz 
Ariſtotle aſſigns two efficient Cauſes of Poetry, ihel = 7 


natural Defire of Imitation in Man, whom he calls 
the moſt imitative Creature ; and Pleaſure conſequent 
to that Imitation; which indeed are the remote Cau- 
fes, but the immediate are Art and Nature. Now 
according to the Differences of Genius's, ſeveral Spe. 
cies of Poetry have been introduc'd. For as the 

Philoſopher hath obſerv*d, (digen * 16% es 
7 In 7911716.) Thus thoſe that were lofty imitated 
great and illuſtrious; thoſe that were low (iced 
and groveling, mean Actions ; 2nd every one accor 


ETOS 


ding to the various Inclination of his Nature, fol-“ ger 
jow'd this or that fort of Poetry, This the ral 3 , 
f her expreſly affirms ; and Dio Chryſoftonrus ſays off Jimi 


, that he received from the Gods a Nature f 


for all forts of Verſe; but this is an Hap pinels which s ef 


noue partake, but as he in the lame Place intimatesf 2 Ml 
(30d-like Minds. WV. 5 4] 
Not to mention other kinds of Poetry, what par. =. 
ticular Genius is requir'd to Paſtoral, I think, is evi an 
dent from the foregoing Diſcourſe, for as every. Fg 
part of it ought to be full of fimple and inartificial "Cues. | 


Neatnels, fo it requires @ Wit naturally near and 
ples 
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WE pleaſant, born to delight and raviſh, which are 
be Qualifications certainly of a great and moſt ex- 
© cellent Nature: For whatſoever in any kind is deli- 
cate and elegant, that is uſually moſt excellent: And 
ſuch a Genius that hath a Sprightfulneſs of Nature, 
and is well inſtructed by the Rules of Art, is fit to 


and attempt Paſtorals. | | 

and | Of the End of Paſtorals it is not fo eaſy to give an 
o be Account: For as to the end of Poetry in general; 
on the Enemies of Poets jun out into a large common 
aked | 


Place, and loudly tell us that Poetry is frivolous and 
„ Ruvprofitable. Excellent Men that love Projit per- 
n üs chance, but have no regard for Honeſty and Good- 


1 : | 
n'd /s; who do not know that all excellent Arts ſprang. 


el rom Poetry at firil 


then 1 Which what 7s honeſt, baſe, or Juſt, or good, 
Heiter than Crantor, or Chiylippus fpow'd. 

g the ; 5 - | : | 

calls For it is Poetry, that like a chaſt unſported Virgin, 

Went ews Men the way, and the Means to live happily, 

Jau Rv ho afterwards are Geprav'd by the immodeſi Pre- 

Now epts of vitiated and impudent Philoſophy, For eve- 

Se. y body knows, that the Zpick ſets before us the- 

S the Pigheſt Example of the braveſt Man; the Tragedian 

CER EH 


| Fczulates the Affections of the Mind; the Lyrick 
tated Weforms Manners, or ſings the Praiſes of Gods and 
jritedd eroes; ſo that there's no part of Poetry but bath its 
accor proper End, and Profits. | | 
„ fo. But grant all this true, Paſtoral can make no ſuch 
iloſo,. pretence. If you ſing a Hero, you excite Mens Minds 
FS ot oimitate his Actions, and notable Exploits; bur 
ire ft how can Bucolicks apply theſe or the like Advantages 
which o it lelf? He that reads Heroick Poems, learns 
mates bat is the Virtue of a Hero, and wiſhes to be like bim; 
Fut he that reads Paſtorals, neither learns how to feed 
t Far Peep, nor wiſhes himſelf a Shepherd. And a pieat 
1s eV feal more to this purpoſe you rnay ſee in Modicinus, . 
ever) Bhs pontanus cites him in his Notes on. Virgil's Ec- 
i ficial 6 gu. | 
t and 7 we. But- 


ple a- 


| 7 5 | N 1 
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But when it is the End of Comedy, as Jerom in his 1 | 
Epiſtle to Furia fays, to know the Humours of Men, 
and to deſeribe them; and Demea in Terence intimates 


the lame thing; 


To look on all Mens Lives as in a Glaſs, 


better'd and improv'd; why may not Paſtoral be are f. 
= & 21 


BY 


« 
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low'd the ſame Privilege, and be admitted to regu. 
Iate and improve a Shepherd's Life by its Bucolicks ''* good 
For ſince it is a Product of the Golden Age, it wi! vol 
Mew rhe moſt innocent Manners of the moſt ancien 
Simplicity, how plain and honeſt, and how free fron F 
all Varaiſh, and Deceit, to more degenerate, aud 9 
worſe times. And certainly for this it is commen“? 
dable in its kind, ſince its Deſign in drawing the!“ 
mage of a Country and Shepherd's Life, is to teach 
Honeſty, Candor, and Simplicity, which are th 
Virtues of private Men; as Epicks teach the highel 
Fortitude, and Prudence, and Conduct, which arts 
the Virtues of Generals, and Aings. And it is necel; 
fary to Government, that as there is one kind of Y 
etry to inſt;uct the Citizens, there ſhould be another 
to faſhion the Manners of the Rufticks; which ii 
Paſtoral, as it does, did not do, yet would it not 
altogether fiivolous, and idle, fince by its takin 
Prettineſſes it can delight, and pleaſe. It can ſcar? 
be imagin'd, how much the molt flouriſhing time 
of the Roman Common-wealth, in which ii, 
wrote, grew better and brisker by the uſe of Paſtoral y7 
with it were Auguſtus, Mecæ nas, Aſinius Pollio, 1 
 phenus Varus, Cornelius Gallus, the moſt admire 
Wits of that happy Age, wonderfully pleas'd; fol 
whatever is ſweet and raviſhing, is contain'd in th 
ſweeteſt kind of Poetry. But if we muſt flight every 
thing, from which no Profit is to be hop'd, all Pleaſurs 
of the Eye and Ear are preſently to be laid aſide ; ant 
thoſe excellent Arts, Muſick, and Painting, = 
We 
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k which the beſt Men uſe to be delighted, are preſent. 


Men, iy to be left off. Nor is it indeed credible, that ſo 


7 


nate: many excellent Wits, as have devoted themſelves to 
Poetry, would ever have meddled with it, if it had 
been lo empty, idle, and frivolous, as ſome - ridicu- 
*Zloully moroſe imagine; who forſooth are better 
Epleas'd with the Severity of Philoſophy, and her 

"Zharſh, deform'd Impropriety of Expreſſions. But 

the Judgments of ſuch Men are the moſt contempti- 
y be ble in the World ; for when by Poetry Mens Minds 

be al are Faſhioned to generous Humours, Kindneſs, and 
regu. he like; thoſe muſt needs be Strangers to all thoſe 
1:-þ; 1, good Qualities, who hate, or proclaim Poetry to be 
vil. Frivolous, and uſeleſs. | „ 
1Cien® 
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ure, and not neceffarily requir'd, unleſs it be exqui 
fite, muſt be nauſeous, and diſtaſiful ; as at a Supper 
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ſtorals, I ſhall not point to the S:ream, Fejenc 
Dll which to look after argues a [mal* 
22 creeping Genius, but lead you to the, on; 
185 Fountains. But firſt I muſt tell you pff th 
NE. how difficult it is to write Paſtoral, 
which many ſeem not ſufficiently tu Bot ve. 

underſtand : For ſince its Matter is low and humble, For w 
it ſeems to have nothing that is troubleſome, and 
difficult. But this is a great Miſtake, for as Hora nean, 
ſays of Comedy; It is by fo much the more difficult, 
by how much the leſs pardonable are the Miſtake Pound 
committed in its Compoſure. And the ſame is u very t 
be thought of every thing, whole End is to pleaſe 
and delight. For whatſoever is contriv'd for da | 


aying « 
ed /in 
Vaſtoral 
ſeraping Muſick, thick Ointment, or the like, becauli®o be h. 
the Entertainment might have been without all theſe a0 : 
For the ſweeteſt Things, and moſt delicious, are wolf NOV AN 
apt to {atiate ; for tho” the Senſe may ſometimes be Now I. 
pleas'd, yet it preſently diſguſts that which is luſer xcellen 
OUS, and, as Lucretius phraſeth it, ure, (fe 
tual,) 

E'en in the midſt and fury of the Joys, 4 4 whi 
Something vhat's better riſeth, and deſtroys. ae 


Beſide, : | 
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heſide, ſince Paſtoral is of that Nature, that it can- 
not endure too much Negligence, nor too ſerupu- 
ous Diligence, it mult be very difficult to be com-. 


Epos'd, eſpecially ſince the Expreſſion muſt be near, 


tale 
8 
RES 


o 


SO 

* Put not too exquiſite, and fine : It muſt have a ſim- 
XC) ple native Beauty, but not too mean; it muſt have 
ill forts of Delicacies, and ſurprizing Fancies, yet 
pot be flowing, and luxuriant. And certainly, to 
zit all theſe EXcellencies is difficult enough, fince 


Wit, whoſe Nature it is to pour it ſelf forth, muſt 


muſt be check'd, and bridled : Which cannot be ea- 
Ry perform'd by any, but thoſe who have a very 
Pa, good Judgment, and practically skill'd in Arts, and 


amg Peiences: And laſtly, a neat, and as it were a hap- 


[mal py Wit; not that curious ſort, I mean, which Pe- 
> tt Fronius allows Horace, leſt too much Art ſhould take 
you pff the Beauty of the Simplicity. And therefore 1 
oral, ould not have any one undertake this Taſk, that is 
ly to pot very polite by Nature, and very much at leiſure. 
ble, Por what is more hard than to be always in the 
„and Pountry, and yet never to be Clowniſh? To ſing of 
ora nean, and trivial Matters, yet not zrivially, and 


» 


icult, Wncanly ? To pipe on a ſlender Reed, and yet keep the 
ſtaks Pound from being harſh, and / ueaking * To make 
2 ist very thing ſweet, yet never fitiare ? And this 1 
leaſe Mhought neceſſary to premiſe, in order to the better 
Plex faying down of ſuch Rules as I deſign. For the na- 
quit ed /implicity both of the Matter and Expreſſion of a 
1ppei Paſtoral, upon bare Contemplation, might ſeem eaſily 
ecaulè go be hit, but upon Trial 'twill be found a very hard 


# 


theſe Taſk: Nor was the Difficulty to be diſſembled, leſt 
mol Ng norance ſhould betray ſome into a raſh Attempt. 
es be Now I muſt come to the very Rules; for as nothing 
luſcr&xcellent can be brought to Perfection without Na- 
Jure, (for Art unaſſiſted by that, is vain, and ine ffe- 
tual, ) fo there is no Nature fo excellent, and hap- 
7, which by its own Strength, and without 472 
and Uſe can make any thing excellent, and great. 


eſide, 1 * | 


are no Footſteps nor Path to direct, I cannot tell hoy 
any one can be certain of his Way. Yet in this gif. 
ficulty, I will follow Ariſtotle's Example, who being 
to lay down Rules concerning Epicks, propos d H. 
mer as a Pattern, from whom he deduc'd the Wok 
Art: So I will gather from Tbeocritus and Virgil 
thoſe Fathers of Paſtoral, what I ſhall deliver on 

this Account. For all the Rules that are to be gi __ 
ven of any Art, are to be given of it as excellent 59 
and perfect, and therefore ought to be taken fron! con 
them In whom it 18 fo. | - = 


| gomm, 
- "The fitn Rule ſhall be about the Matter, which! 
either the Action of a Shepherd, or contriv'd and fl. 
ted to the Genius of a Shepherd ; for tho? ir wh bB. 
fimple, and baſnful, yet it will entertain lofty Sub Why 
jects, if it can be permitted to turn and faſhion then con 
to its own. proper Circumſtances, and Humour: de mi; 
Which tho“ Theocritus hath never done, but ken Penis 
cloſe to Paſtoral fimplicity, yet Virgil hath happij us in 


"3 - 


attempied 3 of whom almoſt the ſame Charade r wor 
might be given, which Quintilian beftow'd on St: Ws : A 
ſichorus, who with his Harp bore up the moſt weight! = 
Subjects of Epick Poery ; for Virgil ſang great and Io == 
ty Things to his Oaten Reed, but yer ſuited to thi 
Humour of a Shepherd, for every thing that is ne Fron 
agreeable to that, cannot belong to Paſtoral - Of iti Wever p 
own Nature it cannot treat of lofty and great MaWlow'd 
„„ 0! D ..) La 5 ke Ca 
Therefore let Piſtoral be ſmooth and ſoft, not noi gumſtar 
fie and bombaſt; leſt whilſt it raiſeth its Voice, aud Conc: 
opens its Mouth, it meet with the ſame fate that hall noi 
they ſay, an Italian Shepherd did, who having a ve his is it 
ry large Mouth, and a very ſtrong Breath, brake bi Ir hath 
Pipe as often as he blow'd it. This is a great Faul roper l. 
in one that writes Paſtorals : For if his Words ar hat of 
too ſounding, or his Senſe too ſtrong, he muſt be ab 
ſurd, becauſe indecently loud. And this is not the Sing P 
Rule of an unſkilful impertinent Adviſer, but rather Wo m 
- 4 Th { 
of a very excellent Maſter in this Art; for dur | 
twiel 


= * 
- 


"Sc 21low'd to uſe ſome ſhort Invocations, and, as E- 
"Ficks do, modeſily implore the Aſſiſtance of a Muſe. 
his Virgil doth in his Pollio, which is a Compoſure 


0 If an unuſual loftineſs ; 

— 

T an _ Sicilian Muſe begin a loftier ſtrain. 

e gi i | 

len So he invocates Arethuſa, when Cornelius Gallus, 

fron Foconſul of Egypt, and his Amours, Matters above the 
pommon reach of Paſtoral, are his Subject. 

ich; 5 . 

d fl. One Labour more O Arethuſa yield. 

Sub. Why he makes his Application to Arethuſa is eaſie 


conjecture, for ſhe was a Nymph of Sicily, and ſo 
e might hope that ſhe could inſpire him with a 
"Fenris fit for Paſtorals, which firſt began in that Hand, 
mus in the ſeventh and eighth Eclogue, as the Mat- 


1 Vas 


8 Tell Goddeſs, you can tell. 
o the e , 

is nd From whence it is evident that in Paſtoral, tho' it 
Of Its: 1 ever pretends: to any greatneſs, Invocations may be 
 MatzWlow'd : But whatever Subject it chooſeth, it muſt 


ke Care to, accommodate it to the Genius and Cir- 


t noi gumſtances of a Shepherd, 
„ and Concerning the Form, or Mode of Imitation, I 
that, Wall not repeat what I have already ſaid, viz. that 
a ve his is in it ſelf mize; for Paſtoral is either Alternate, 
ke hi ir hath but one Perſon, or is miæt of both: Let it is 
Faul properly and chiefly Alternate, as is evidenr from 
is at nat of Theocritus. 


: Sing Rural ſtrains, for as we march along- 
rath 8 + may delight each other with a Song. 
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„In which the Pet ſhows that alternate finging ü 
proper to a Paſtoral: But as for the Fable, t is requi.. 
ſite that it ſhould be ſimple, leſt inſtead of Pera 
it put on the Form of a Comedy, or Tragedy, if the 
Fable be great, or intricate, it muſt be One: This i 
Ariſtotle thinks neceſſary in every Poem, and Hora 
lays down this general Rule, 


Be every Fable fimple, aud but one : D 
| 5 2 . tain' 
For every Poem, that is not One, is imperfect, ad ca/; 
this Unity is to be taken from the Aion : For if tu 
is One, the Poem will be ſo too. Such is the Paſſion Pines 
of Corydon In Virgil's ſecond Eclogue, Melibeus's Ef. 
poſlulation with Tityrus about his Fortune; Theocibd moj 
tus's Thyrſis, Cyclops, and Amaryllis, of which peif ne NV. 
haps in its proper Flace I may treat more largely, FWMough 
| Let the rhird Rule be concerning the Expreſin 7/0; 
which cannot be in this kind excellent, unleſs bo e, 2 
rod from -Theocritus's Idylliums, or Virgil's E bitti. 
Iagues; let it be'chiefly fimple, and ingenuous: Sud their 
is that of Theocritus, | eps oy 
- tho 
uires 
Or that in Virgil's ſeventh Eclogue, 2 ; | , 
This Pail of Milk, theſe Cakes (Priapus) every Year Such 
Exfect ; alittle Garden is thy care : nere 
 Thou'rt Marble now, but if more Land I hold, ZN onfus 
Tf my Flock thrive, thou fbalt be made of Gold. 


A Kid belongs to thee, and Kids ave good. 


| Prince 
than which I cannot imagine more ſimple, and mot It, and 
ingenuous Expreſſions. To which may be adde n th. 
that out of his Palemon. an. 


: | iter, 
And T love Phyllis, for her Charms excel ; 


ha $ 
At my departure O what tears there fell! 


4 ms, bi 
os time, 

She ſigh'd, Farewell Dear Youth, a long Farewell. i 
| No, llighte 


3 


5 
> mofk 


8 | dart III. up 077 PASTORALS. 43 
Now, That I call an ingenuous Expreſſion which 


ford clear and Imooth, that ſwells with no inſolent 


the Words, or bold Metaphors, but bath ſomething  fa- 
This piliar, and as it were obvious in its Compoſure, 
rad id not dilguis'd by any ſtudy'd and affected dreſs: 


Alu its Ornaments mult be like the Corn nd Fruits 
the Country, eaſie to be gotten, and ready at hand, 
Hot ſuch as requires Care, Labour, and Coſt to be 
Pptain'd: As Hermogenes on Theocritus obſerves; ſee 
„ and w eaſie and unaffedted this ſounds, _ Nö 
th 5 EY A and uo " 
aſſio Pines mur murings, Goatherd, are a pleaſing ſound, 


1 3 at of 7 Expreſſions, not 70 fay all, are of the 


4 | 7 pittied: For they being enfeebled by the meannefs 
Such their Subject, either creep, or fall flat. Virgil 


uires it) is mean, yet his Expreſſions never flag, 
is evident from theſe Lines in his Aleæis: 


* 

* 

BY 
SY 


OST PAT VE 


De gloſſy Piumbs I'll bring, and juicy Pear, 
Tat - uch as were once delightful to my Dear : 
1 "ll crop the Laurel, and the Myrtle Tree, 

5 3 onfus'dly ſet, becauſe their Sweets agree. 


r ſince the Matter muſt be low, to avoid being ab- 
| mot t, and deſpicable, you muſt borrow ſome light 
addel m the Expreſſion; not ſuch as is dazling, but 
e, and lambent, ſuch as may ſhine thro? the whole 
atter, but never flaſh, and blind. The Words of 
ha Stile we are uſually taught in our Nurſes 
4 ms, but 'tis to be perfected and poliſhed by lengti 
ame, frequent uſe, ſtudy, and diligent reading of 
ell. e moſt approved Authors: For Paſtoral is apt to 
Noi, ſlighted for the meanneſs of its Matter, un_ - 
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hath ſome additional Beauty, be pure, poliſht, and A 

ſo made pleaſing, and attractive. Therefore nevi 0 
jet any one, that deſigns to write Paſtorals, corrufſ 
himſelf with foreign Manners ; for if he hath one 
vitiated the healthful Habit, as I may ſay, of Ex 
preſſion, which Bucolicks neceſſarily require, it is in 
poſſible he ſhould be fit for that taſk, Yer let hin 
not affect pompous or dazling Expreſſions, for ſui 
belong to Epicks, or Tragedians. - Let his Wor 
fometimes taſt of the Country, not that I mean, c 

which Volufius's Annals, upon which Catullus hatt An 
made that biting Epigram, are full; for though ti be lee 
Thought ought to be ruſtick, and ſuch as is ſui in his 
ble to a Shepherd, yet it ought not to be Clowniſh, FF&2mp. 
is evident in Corydon, when he makes mention of 
Goats. : | Dea 


T}, 
nd 
To 


Toung Hortive Creatures, and of ſpotted Hue, 
Which ſuckled twice a Day, I keep for you : 2 
' Theſe Theſtilis hath. beg'd, and beg d in vain, And 
But now they re Hers, fince you my Gifts diſdain. 4 Oe 


P 1 95 
Jun 
%%, 


For what can be more Ruſtical, than to deſign thi and in 
Goats for Alexis, at that very time when he belief Whief« 1 
Theſiilis's winning importunity will be able to here's 
vail? Yet there is nothing Clowniſh in the WorgWelight 
In ſhort, Bucolicks ſhould deſerve that Commendaf ings off 
on which Tuly gives Craſſus, of whoſe OrationsFWMugeiſh 
would ſay, that nothing could be more free from clifWouches 
i/p painting, and affected finery. So let the ExpreſifWerd in 
in Paſtoral be without gaudy Trappings, and all il 
little fineries of Art, which are us'd to ſet off 341 | 
varniſh a Diſcourſe : But let an ingenuous Simpl 
ty, and una ffected pleaſing Neatneſs appear in er Dap7 
part; which yet will be flat, if it is drawn out to MYiun. 
length, if not cloſe, ſhort, and broken, as that | 
Virgil, Ze ol 


3 7 
Helthat loves Bavius Verſes, hates not Thins: e He 
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neves 
rus 
on 0 $3 | 


And in the lame Eclogue, 


—— 1t is not ſafe to drive too nigh, 
The Bank may fail, the Ram is hardly dry : 


ud in Corydon, - 


To learn this Art what won't Amyntas do ? 


And in Theocritus much of the ſame Nature may 
be leen ; as in his other Paſtoral Idylliums, fo chiefly 


ſuit In his Fifth. Thus Bazzus in the fourth Ichllium, 
iſh, tomplaining for the lols of Amaryllis, | 


Dear Nymph, dear as my Goats, you dy'd. 


And how ſoft and tender is that in the third 7ayl- 
um, KT Os | 
And ſhe may look on me, ſhe may be won, 
ain. She may be kind, ſhe is not perfect Stone. 
zn th nd in this conciſe, cloſe way of Expreſſion lies the 
belieſ hiefeſt Grace of Paſtorals : For in my Opinion, 
to p here's nothing in the whole Compoſition that can 


elight more than thoſe frequent ftops, and break- 
zende ings off. Yer Jeſt in theſe too it become dull and 
ions FWluggiſh, it muſt be quickned by frequent lively 
m clgFouches of Concernment : Such as that of the Goat- 
epreſiſperd in the third Idyllium, | 


all t | 
I fee that I muſt die: 


off 


zimpb 
in eic 
ut to 
; that! 


Ry 
Us. 


Dr Daphnis's deſpair, which TY fings in the firft 


Ye Wolves, and Turds, and Mountain Boars adieu, 
De Herdſmen now muſt walk no more with You, 
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Or that of Damon, 


ulually accompany deſpair; yet becauſe delpairing x 
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How tender are the Lines, and yet what Paffion they | 
contain! And molt of Virgil's are of this Nature, 
but there are likewiſe in him ſome touches of deſpair-| 
ing Love, ſuch as is this of Alpheſibeus. . 
Nor have J any mind to be reliev'd : P Pita 
8 bu 
T'll die, yet tell my Love een whilſt I die: 
Or that of Corydon, 


He lov'd, but could not hope for Love again. 


For tho Pafioral doth not admit any violent Paſſions | 4 
luch as proceed from the greateſt Extremity, and 


3 


Love is not attended with thole frightful and horinf F 


ble Conſequences, but looks more like Grief to lt To 1 
Pittied, and a pleaſing Madneſs, than Rage and Fuy Psatio 
Eclogue is fo far from refuſing, that it rather loves itrang 
and paſſionately requires them. Therefore an unfo hte.. 

Did u 


tunate Shepherd may be brought in, complaining d 
his ſucceilels Love to the Moon, Stars, or Rocks, offi 
to the Voods, and purling Streams, mourning tif : 
unſupportable anger, the frowns and coyneſs of hifi r give 
proud Phyllis ; ſinging at his Nymp/*s Door, (which tyrus, 
Plutarch reckons among the ſigns of Paſſion ) or dof 

ing any of thoſe fooleries, which are familiar to Loft Thee ( 
vers, Yet the Paſſion mult not riſe too high, as IM The F, 
Iyphems's, Galateas's mad Lover, of whom Theocrf 
tus divinely thus, as almoſt of every Thing elle: | 


. 
” 


Bo <9 
* 


22 5 
ben | 


And tt 
zz, and , 
© Princip 
ers of Th 
2hth 1dy 


His was no common flame, nor could he move 
In the old Arts, and beaten faths of Love, 
No Flowers, nor Fruits ſent to oblige the Fair, 
His was all Rage, and Madneſs. 


For all violent Perturbations are to be diligently + 
voided 
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voided by Bucolicks, whoſe Nature it is to be ſoft, 
land eaſe: For in ſmall Matters, and ſuch mult all 
the Strifes and Contentions of Shepherds be, to 
make a great deal ado, is as. unſeemly, as to pur- 
=E Z77cycules's Vizard and Buſkins on an Infant, as Quin- 
i/i2n hath excellently oblerv'd. For ſince Eclague 
b but weak, it ſeems not cap ble of thole Commo- 
tions which belong to the Theater, and Pulpit ; rhey. 
muſt be loft, and gentle, aud all irs Paſſion muſt 
Neem to flow only, and not break out: As in ir- 


"EW 
8 
3 


8 

* & 
LEES 
r 2 
7 * 
. : 


1's Gallus, 


far from bome and me ou wander oe 

= TZhe Alpine ſnows, the fartheſt Weſtern ſpore, 

And frozen Rhine. When are we like ty meet? 

* A gently, gently, leſt thy tender Feet 

ür Sharp Ice may wound. 

10s "yy Wy 

7% 0 theſe he may ſometimes join ſome ſhort Tater- 

Fun] Fo2zrions made to 7nanimate Beings, for thoſe ſpread 

love {range Life and Vigour thro? the whole Compo- 
* 


Info, ure. Thus in Daphnis, 


* 80 0 
7 by - 
1 
"5:6 


K 5 N Did not You Streams, and Hazels, hear the Nymphs © 
; FY 

2 | 28 i 
55 nil 3 r give the very Trees, and Fountains ſenſe, as in 
which f 75, 5 2 


x Thee ( Tityrus ) the Pines, and every Vale, 
be Fountains, Hills, and every Shrub did call: 


as I 
* 5 

W 

wg 

4s 

1 5 


r by this the Concernment is expreſs'd ; and of the 
ke Nature is that of Thyrſis, in Virgil's Melibeus. 


4 When Phyllis comes, my Wood will all be green. 


And this ſort of Expreſſion is frequent in Theocri- 


| u, and Virgil, and in theſe the delicacy of Paſtoral 
I principally contain'd, as one of the old Interpre- 
atly 0" of Theocritus hath oblerv'd on this Line, in the 


voide Shth 1dyllin,., — Fa 1 
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re Vales, and Streams, a Race Divine. 


But let them be ſo, and ſo ſeldom us'd, that w. 
thing appear vehement, and bold, for Boldneſs and 
Vehemence deſtroy the Sweetneſs which peculiarh| 


commends Bucolicks, and in thoſe Compoſures a con. At 
Nant Care to be ſoft and eaſie ſhould be chief: F H; 
Paſtoral bears ſome Reſemblance t o Terence, dd . 
whom Tully, in that Poem which he writes to L. 1 
ba, giv es this Character; 1 
But 
His Words are ſoft, and each Expreſſion ſweet. In 7. - 
5 23 De OIt 
In mixing Paſſion in Peſtorals, that Rule of Loni Lie ve 
nes golden Treatiſe a#i d, muſt be obſer vd? made 
Never uſe it, but when the Matter requires it, a The 
hen too very ſparingly, us o 
Concerning the Numbers, in which Paſtoral ſhouls ort 
be written, this is my Opinion; the Heroick Men Js that 
ſure, bur not ſo ſtrong and ſounding as in Epicks, is moſt 
be cholen. Virgit and Theocritus have given us Exan' Weave, 
ples; for tho“ Theocritus hath in one 1dyllium mix Con 
other Numbets, yet that can be of no force again, on, 
all the reſt; and Virgil uſeth no Numbers but iy Leocri 
rock, from: whence it may be inferr'd, that thoſe a rit 1d} 
the fitteſt, 3 ion of 
Paſtoral may ſometimes admit plain, but not Jad Put no 
Narrations, ſuch as Socrates in Plato requires in HO Fo 
Poet ; for he chiefly approves thoſe who ule a pal 5 Peeche 
Narration, and commends that above all other whii Noth it 
is ſhort, and fitly expreſſeth the Nature of the Thin which 
Some are of Opinion that Bucolicks cannot endu H muc! 
Narrations, etpecially if they are very long, and in Torce. 
gine there are none in Virgil; but they have nd ade cl 
been nice enough in their Obſervations, for there 11 were 
tone, as that in Silenus. | rving, 
I : TY in P. 
accurate 
Pian of 
Jou Peocrith, 


Dur Lan; 


4] 


85 
Foy” 


Mp bung Chromis and Mnalylus chanc'd to ſtray, 
| 7here (ſleeping in a Cave) Silenus lay, 
= 7hoſe conſtant Cups fly fuming to his Brain, 
And always boil in each extended Vein : 


: For His truſty Flaggon, full of potent Tuice, 
„ b dee h. nom ou -e an dhe 
[* 


But becauſe Na rations are ſo ſeldom to be found 
in Theocritus, and Virgil, I think they ought not to 
be often us'd ; yet if the Matter will bear it, I be- 
Jie ve ſuch as Socrates would have, may very fitly be 
ade uſe of, : | 
The Compoſure will be more ſuitable to the Ge- 
jus of a Shepherd, if now and then there are ſome 
hort Turns and Digreſſions from the Purpoſe. Such 
Is that concerning Piſiphae in Silenus, although it is 
lmoſt too long; but we may give Virgil a little 
eave, who takes ſo little Liberty himſelf, 
mir Concerning Deſcriptions | cannot tell what to lay 
Th 
gary W bcocritus, do not very well agree. For he in his 
Ye a Hirſt Iayllium makes ſuch a long immoderate Deſcrip- 
ion of his Cup, that Criticks find fault with him, 
lol Put no ſuch Deſcription appears in all Virgil; for 
in! how ſparing is he in his Defcription of Melibeus's 
EBBeechen Pot, the Work of Divine Alcimedon? He 


ET 
_— 
i 5 
LA! 


4 


much at Jeifure, and unable to moderate his 


erving, cannot think that it is his Duty, to be ex- 
act in Particulars, and deſcribe every thing with an 
accurate Niceneſs; yet Ronſardus hath done it, 2 
Nan of moſpcotrect Judgment, and, in Imitationof 
Hheocritus, hath, conſidering the then Poverty of 

ur Language, adinirably and largely delerib'd his 
| F 3 Cup; 
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Now, for in this Matter our Guides, Virgil, and 


205 - —j—ᷣ —ß . 
0 * a 


50 RavriN's Diſcourſe I 
Cup; and Marinus in his Idylliums hath follow'd the 

{ame Example, He never keeps within Compals in i 
his Deſcriptions, for which he is deſervedly blam'd; 
let thole who would be thought accurate, and Men 


of Judgment, follow Virgil's prudent Moderation. Phy 
Nor can the others gain any Advantage from A. 2 

cbus's Europa, in which the Deſcription of the Basket 8 77 
33 very long, for that Idyllium is not Paſtoral; yet! FEY 
confeſs, that ſome Deſcriptions of ſuch trivial be fue 


things, if not minutely accurate, may, if ſeldom us 
be decently allow'd a Place in the Diſcourſes f 
Shepherds. _ 1 
But tho' you muſt be ſparing in your Deſcriptions, 
yet your Compariſons mult be frequent, and the mot 
often you ule them, the better and more gracefulÞ* 
will be the Compolure ; eſpecially if taken from ſuch|Þ* 
things, as the Shepherds muſt be familiarly acquaint-Þ*? 
ed with. They are frequent in Theocritus, but {0 
proper to the Country, that none but a Shepherd dau 
ule them. Thus Menalcas in the eighth ldy{lium: Fea of 
Rough Storms to Trees, to Birds the treacherous Snary* ans 
Are frightful Evils; Springes to the Hare, Is anot] 
Soft Virgins Love to Man, 8c, | 


. == 
I — . 
3 
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ng I 


do one a 
and the 
Billing 
be ſuita 
As fo 
Exommo! 
Mouth. 
Fus d, | 
Poverb⸗ 
nothing 


And Damatas in Visgil's Palemon, 


Volves Sheep deſtroy, Winds Trees when newly blown 
Storms Corn, and me my Amaryllis frown, 


And that in the eighth Eclogue, 


As Clay grows hard, Wax ſoft in the ſame Fire, 
Sg Daphnis does in one extream Deſire, 


And ſuch Compariſons are very frequent in him, 4nd 
very ſuitable to the Genius of a Shepherd ; as like 
wife often Refetitions, and Doublings of ſom 
Words; which, if they are luckily plac'd, have 22 
Inexpieſſible Quaintneſs, and make the Numbers 

| extream 


Thus 
wof & AP 
the Read 
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he extream ſweet, and the Turns raviſhing and de- 
in Mightful. An Inſtance of this we have in /irgil's 
a; elibaus; N 
E (Tree, 


on. Phyllis the Hazel loves; whit Phyllis loves that 
%% Myriles than Hazels of leſs Fame ball be. 


As for the Manners of your Shepherds, they muft 


. 


pe ſuch as theirs who liv'd in the Iſlands of the 


180 Happy or Golden Age; they muſt be candid, ſimple, 
ot and ingenuous ; Lovers of Goodneſs, and Juſtice, 


&ffable, and kind; Strangers to all Fraud, Contri- 


ont, 3 ance, and Deceit ; in their Love modeſt, and chaſt, 
WON got one ſuſpicious Word, no looſe Expreſſion to be 


FRilow'd ; and in this part Theocritus is faulty, Virgil 
ſuc] never: and this Difference perhaps is to be aſcrib'd 
ane to their Ages, the times in which the latter liv'd 


t lo peing more polite, civil, and genteel. And there- 
dal fore thoſe who make wanton Love- ſtories the Sub- 


ect of Paſtorals, are in my Opinion very unadvis'd ; 
For all ſort of Lewdneſs or Debauchery are directly 
| Fontrary to the Innocence of the Golden Age. There 
Is another thing in which Theocritus is faulty, and 
bat is making his Shepherds too ſharp, and abufive 
do one another; Comatas and Lacon are ready to fight, 
and the railing between thoſe two is as bitter as 
Billingſgate. Now certainly ſuch Raillery cannot 
ogy de ſuitable to thole ſedate times of the Happy Age. 

As for Sentences, if weighty, and philoſophical, 
common Senſe tells us they are not fit for a Shepherd's 
Mouth. Here Theocritus cannot be altogether ex- 
Exus'd, but Virgil deſerves no Reprehenfion. But 
Pyoverbs juſtly challenge Admiſſion into Paſtorals, 
nothing being more common in the Mouths of Coun- 
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0 Reign 
; as Ci/a 
By Basirt KENNErt, M. A. 2 Hiſtor 
N 5 | EZ obtain” 
$$ Mong all the Complaints that haves Olymp 
425% been made againſt the Old Tribe on Lectior 
ANZ Grammarians and Commentators the Mi 
8 5 | a 1 
LORD A TO: there is not one with lefs Injuſtice Jy mencen 
4 
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SA 


. SAR 8 22 TE | 
7 taken up, than that which taxes 123d C 


them with their hard uſage of Ther Hier 
So critus's Story. For, as if it wer 
impoſſible for them to agree in their Verdict, tho Fame 0 
upon the plainſt Evidence; we find them ſtrange! exprels 
divided in their Accounts of the Age and Country ot lupposꝰ 
this Poet; when, all the while, he himſelf, if they i Sixteen 
would have taken his Word, has ſettled both the | 
Points beyond Diſpute. 15 = 

In an Epigram commonly ſet in the Front of his * Pag 


Poem, and perhaps according to the Author's or 
| gina 
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__ "TrxOcRrITOUS: 573 
W onal Deſign, he thus acquaints us with his City and 
= Family. | 
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Chios can lay no Title to My Mule 3 
But I'm Theocritus of Syracuſe, 
Praxagoras and fam'd Philina's Son; 
And I ne'er wrote a Verſe but was my own. 


And then, asto his Age, one would think it were 
E3mpoſlible zhat ſhould raiſe a Quarrel while the two 
2 ldyliums remain, addreſs'd to Hiero King of Syracuſe,, 
and to Ptolemy Philadelphus of Egypt. This Hiero was 
the ſame famous Prince whoſe Actions are recorded 
in the firſt Book of Polybius's Hiſtory. He recover'd 
the Regal Honour to his Family, after it had been. 
loſt aluoit Two Hundred Years : Beginning his 

Reign in the Second Year of the 126th Olympiad, 

as Caſaubon has made out in his Obſervations on that 
EZ Hiſtorian #, Tho' Pauſanias f makes him to have 
obtain'd the Crown in the Second Year of the 120th 


hae! Olympiad; and tho' Caſaubon, when he wrote his 
e o Lections on Theocritus ||, has follow'd Pauſanias in 


the Miſlake. As for Prolemy Philadelphus, the Com- 
EZ mencement of his Reign is conſtantly fix'd in the 


were i 
tho Fame of his good Government; yet ſeems to have 
nge exprels'd no great Affection for Letters, Which is 
ry of i ſuppos'd to have been the occaſion of Theocritus's. 
the! Sixteenth 1dylium, inſerib'd with Hiero's Name: 
61 — — 
Ori. | | Where 
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54 _ The LIFE of 
Where the Poet aſſerts the Dignity of his own Pro. 
feſſion, complains of the poor Encouragement it met 
with in the World; and after a very Artificial Man. 
ner, touching on ſome of the Nobleſt Virtues of the 
Prince, ſhows what a brave Figure he would hav i 
made in Verſe, had he been as good a Patron, as be 
was an Argument, to the Muſes. | 0 = 
It is probable,” this Unkindnefs of Hiero was the W:inft 
main reaſon which prevail'd with Theocritus to leave mn 
Sicily for the Egyptian Court; where King Ptolem P Woule 
then ſat, Supreme Preſident of Arts and Wit. And Prien 
we may gueſs, that the Poet met with kinder Enter K Co 
tainment at Alexandria, than he had enjoy'd at Sa. his Li 
cuſe, from his famous Panegyrick on P:olemy, which a jeſ 
makes his Seventeenth Idyllium; and in which, after Dead 
the Praiſes of his Race, his Power, and his Riches, he And t 
_ extols his Generous Protection of Learning and Inge. ſteem' 
nuity, as ſomething beyond the degree of commolf ſon, a 
Virtues and Excellencies. | | L 
_. There are no farther Memorials of the Poet's Li the Fa 
to be gather'd from his Works, except his Friend-FFhe Po 
ſhip with Aratus the famous Author of the anom. 
14. To Him he addreſſes his Sixth 1dyllium ; His 
Loves he deſcribes in the Seventh; and from Him he 
borrows the pious Beginning of the Seventeeth. : 
 Theocritus lies under an unhappy Cenſure in relat-FH: 
on to his Death. For if Ovid means Him by the? 
Syracuſian Poet in. his Ibis, he muſt ſeem to have ſubB&ave n. 
fer'd, either from his own, or from other Hands he few 
the. ſhameful Fate of a Malefactor X. But it will na dy lliun 
be very inſolent to ſay, that in ſuch a trivial Buſineſ herds, 
Ovid himſelf might be miſtaken. For tho” the Oli from th 


Commentators on the place, tell us a grave Story oÞ At tl 
Theocritus's Execution, as there hinted at, and the Paflora! 
occaſion of it ; yet it is poſſible the whole matter ppon th 


may lie in confounding Theocritus the Rhetorician of BF 1n.ifher 
Chios, with Theocritus the Poet of Syracuſe ; tho? the And“ wil 
| 1 | BoUowin 


— ee — 
* Urque Syracoſio praſtrita fauce Potts, ” 
Sic anima laqueo [it via clauſa tus. * Syr 


Latter 


THEOCRITUS. | $5 
Matter in his Epigram already ſet down, has taken 
met particular Care to be known and diſtinguiſh'd from 
his Name: ſake. Now it is true enough, as Plutarch*, 
and Macrobius | will witneſs, that Theocritus of Chios 
was Executed, by order of King Antigonus And the 
Freon of his Misfortune was his moft unſeaſonable 
Wit. For having committed a very high Crime a- 
Feinſt that Prince (who, by the way had but one 
Eye) and He promiſing him a Pardon, provided he 
EEwould come into his Preſence to accept it; his 
Friends were very urgent in haſtening his Journey 
0 Court, and told him he need not queſtion having 
his Life ſav'd, as ſoon as ever he ſhould appear to his 
ajeſty's Eyes: Nay then, ( cry'd Theocritus ) I ama 
Dead Man, if that be the only Condition of my Pardon. 
and this coming to Antigonus's Ear, He juſtly e- 
ſteem'd the Railery an addition to the former Trea- 
Jon, and accordingly order'd Juſtice to proceed. 
It cannot fairly be omitted, that the attributing 
he Fate of Theocritus the Rhetorician to Theocritus 
Ihe Poet, was an eaſier flip, in as much as the for- 
er allo pretended to ſome knack in Verſe, and has 
in Epigram or two preſerv'd in Laertius and Mu- 
arch. | | 
3 Tho' Theocritus paſſes in common Eſteem, for no 
elat- more than a Paſtoral Poet; yet he is manifeſtly 
7 the fobb'd of great part of his Fame, if his other Pieces 
e ſubſ@Þave not their proper Laurels. For (not to ſpeak of 
lands the few little Epigrams) as the larger ſhare of his 
11 not 77 liums, cannot properly be call'd the Songs of Shep- 
ſineß perds, ſo they are in too great repute, to be baniſhed 
rom the Character of their Author, | 
At the ſame time he ought, no doubt to lay his 
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Thing, as to caſt up the Sum of Homer's Praiſes; 


-rity of Modern Tongues ſhould not admit the ug 


56 . of 


their Copies, He has the ſame Advantage in the! - 
Rural, as Homer had in the Epick Poeſy ; and cul 2 
was, to make the Criticks turn His Practice into E. 2 
ternal Rules, and to meaſure Nature her ſelf by hish 2 
accompliſh'd Model. And therefore, as to enume. 
rate the Glories of Heroick Numbers is the Cane = 


as fc 
muc 
vive 
ever. 
of oL 


ſo to ſet down all the Beauties of Paſtoral Verſe, i * 
no more than an indirect way of making ſo mau, 
tort Panegyricks on Theocritus. Indeed, T Deocriu Fe, 
has been 75 much happier than Homer, as Vigil = 
Eclogues are reckon'd more unequal Imitations tha | ru i j 
his Æneis. Ithey 1 
It muſt be own'd, that the Diale& which Tie Fence 
critus wrote in, has a great ſhare in his Honounſf more 
The old Dorian Phraſe ſeems to have been into 
duc'd on purpoſe for theſe Compoſitions : Or o, 
would think this was the plain Language of " 
Golden Age; and that the Poet had expreſs'd th 
Speech of theſe good Mortals, as well as the Ma 
ners. On the other hand, many excellent 10 
have maintain'd, that his Muſe now and then, 1Þ 


ther ſhows her ill breeding than her ſimplicin De imi 


That her Country Air and Tone are both a little u 1 YCompe 
couth ; at leaſt, that they ap pear ſo to the er Snirable 
and the niceneſs of Modern Times. Now to tlifWlace e 
Cenſure it might, with Submiſſion, be return“ But 
that unleſs the Shepherds are allow'd ſome ruder Li J ed am 
berties in their Words and Carriage, they will ſee des te 
to be abridg'd of the Privileges of their Nature ail 1 ompe 
their Condition. For tho' they ought not to be been ra 
ther groſsly ſtupid, or critically refin'd ; yet it woll 1 endern 
be a lafer Error to let them [mell rank , the Fiei Wit, n 
than to deck them with the leaſt ſpruceneſs of M nd by 
City. We ſee the ill Effects of the contrary practiſ ing; ', 2 
in the famous Paſtorals of the Italians and of ii 4 eavoul 
"French, who have turn'd their Swains into Courf@Þryden 
ers, for fear of making them Clowns. From al 
It ſeems indeed, reaſonable enough, that the rol ; 
of a groſſer Dialect, even in Paſtoral Pieces: Til Inf 
pf 8 


* — 


as for our ſelves, the Srotch- Songs which paſs with ſo 


ever, Theocritus is not to be judg'd by the Manners 

of our Times, but by his own. We muſt not con- 

eeive the Performetrs in His Paſtorals like thoſe in 
> 


le, u Spencer s. | 

mari „ 

3 Feeding their Flocks upon the Hills of Kent. 
77410 


But in the rude Fields of Ancient Sicily > And ere 
they may be as ruſtick as they pleaſe ; without of- 
Then fence; tho“ there perhaps they ought to have been 
aun more cautious and more decent. n | 
into It is certain Puintilian, however ha. has been of 
r ol late miſconſtrued, never intended his Judgment on 
Ileocritus for a Reproach, when he obſerves, that 
His Ruſtical Muſe was not only afraid to appear in the 
Porum but even in the City *. For he 
rould mean no more, but that the Language and the 
Thoughts of Theocritus's Shepherds ought neither to 
be imitated in publick ſpeaking, nor in any Gallant 
EZCompoſure. Yet the Poet might for all this, be ad- 
E1irable in his way, as indeed, Quintilian in the ſame 
place expreſly pronounces him. „ 
But ſhould the Dialect of Theocritus not be ad mit- 
ied among his Graces, he can produce enough be- 
des to lecure his Rural Crown from the boldeſt 
e a Competitor. Mr. Dryden acknowledges him to have 
been rais'd above Virgil himſelf, by the inimitable 
enderneſs of his Paſſions ; by the propriety of his 
Wit, never departing from the Plains and Cottages; 
and by an Art that he has of betraying his Learn- 
ractiu ing; (as his Nymphs do their Love) meerly by en- 
of u deavouring to conceal it. Theſe Excellencies Mr. 


ou Diyden F would fix to diſtinguiſh the Sicilian Poet, 


of th 


prom all others in the World: And to pretend to 


hes | 
TW Inſtit. J. 10. c.1, Þ+ Preface to the Second Vol. 


of Miſcellany Poems. SON 
5 | | © on- 


38 The LIrE of | 
confirm His Judgment, would be the ſame raſnneſs a: Wi 
ores TR - 
To tay nothing of Virgil, who cildains a meanet BY 
Cenſor, as well as a meaner Tranilator than Mr, 
Dryden; it will be no breach of Modeity to affirm, Bi 
xt hat the greateſt part of the ſucceeding Paſtorals, are Wi 
as far diſtant from theſe Ornaments, as from the Wl 
Age that produc'd them for their Patterns. The 
Perſons introdue'd have not only the Speech, but BR. 
the Addreſs and the Carriage of Gentlemen: Ther 
Love is the higheſt Gallantry, and their Wit the 
choiceſt Invention. Our own incomparable Sir Thi * 
Tip Sidney has fallen into the common Humour, rho 
not in the common fault. Some of his Shepherd 
talk in as fine a Strain of Senſe and Elegancy, as 1 
each was a true Philifides : Showing Wits (as Palladiw 
o'ſerv'd ) that might better become ſuch Shepherds a. 
Homer ſpeaks of, who are Governors of the People, than 
ſuch Senators who hold their Council in a Sheep cote "i 
But then with what a matchleſs Judgment has that 
Noble Author fram'd a Neceſſity for his Practice“ 
The Old Epick Poets, when their Heroes accom- 
pliſh any Adventure that ſeems plac'd beyond the 
reach of Human Force, ſalve the Probability, by 
wining the maraculous aſſiſtance of the Gods: And 
Sir Philip, when his Rural Lovers act and talk above e: 
the Nature and Character of the Common Inhabi- 
tants of the Plains, refers the whole Buſineſs to the e Fifte 
extraordinary Influence of Heaven. He is careful ow th: 
to let us know, that the particular Favour of Provi- Whinzs th 
dence had not more diſtioguiſh'd His Arcadia from ey are 
other Countries by the Benefits of the Climate and ns are 
of the Soil, than by the Parts and the Wiſdom of Wh ſome 
the People, and that theſe were as Common Bleſing wenty-e 
as the others: The Muſes having choſe this Country her agre, 
for their chief repairing Face; and having beſtow'd their Meir gene 
Gifts fo largely here, that the very SHEPHERDS had MM, meet 
: heir Fancies lifted to ſo high Conceits, as the Learned 8 
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* Arcadia, page 14. 


of 


TrrEOcrITus 59 
/ other Nations were content both to borrow their 


25 Names, and to imitate their Cunning *. 
net 


3 45 


NI. 8 mitted for Paſtorals, are of fo different kinds, that 
Im, o Man has yet attempted to reduce them into Claſ- 


ae es. Salmaſins f contents himſelf to ſay, that we 


by ay call them what we pleaſe beſides Paſtoral Ver- 
Thees. And, Heinfus || tho! he tells us he could diſtin- 
Na = uiſh them, yet wilely declares he w 11] leave the 
* ax, for other Men to try their ſudgments upon. 
ut perhaps it would fave à needleſs Trouble to call 
Phi em altogether by the Modern Name of Poems on ſe- 
terra! Occaſions. And this Notion Heinfus himſelf 
deri uſt in lome meaſure favour ;- while he obſerves that 
as Ude Ancients gave them the Title of Idylliums for no 
her reaſon, but to expreſs the variety of their Na- 


"Wit to expreſs their form, yet they may fall under 
Ich as will diſtinguiſh their Praiſes. For the Nine 
It, and the Eleventh, being all that are acknow- 
aäg'd true Paſtorals, there are abundance of others, 
nich are therefore only not Paſtorals, becauſe the 
ene of Buſineſs does not lie in the Plains and Feed- 
a Grounds, but in ſome other part of the Coun- 
H; not among the Shepherds, but among their 
Neighbours as rude and fimple as themſelves : Such 
Ws the Reapers in the Tenth” Idyllium, the Goſſips in 
We Fifteenth, the Fiſhermen. in the Twenty-firit, & c. 
ow thele Pieces have a right to moſt of the fine 
Nings that are uſually ſaid of the Paſtorals, to which 
ey are ſo nearly ally'd. Several others of the 1dyl- 
uns are little Copies directed to private Friends, 
Wm tome particular Account; as the Twelfth, the 
wenty-eightb, the Twenty-ninth, &'c. Theſe nei- 


ounir) er agree all in Dialect, nor in Mealures, yet for 
d then Weir general Air of familiar Simplicity and Morali- 
JS _ meet with a common Eſteem. The Nineteenth 
ear ne % 


p. I. 


8 Arcadia, pag. 9. 4 In Hin. | Lect. Theocrit. 
of | and 


Thoſe Idyllinms of Theberitus, which are not ad- 


res. But tho? they cannot be divided into Heads 
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and the Thirtieth, on Cupid ſtung by a Bee, and an 
The Death of Adonis, ſeem both to be written with 
the Spirit and the n Anacreon ; the latte 
only having the farther Benefit of Hi: Numben: ?! 
Tho' the firſt too has now recover d that Advantage i 
the Engliſþ which it wanted in the Greek. == 


But the moſt admir'd among theſe. Miſcellaneay 
Pieces, are the Panegyricks and the Hymns, ad 
dreſs'd to Prolemy, Hiero, Caſtor, and Pollux, and Hy: 
cules ; by which Theocritus has ſhown, that he (x 
well as Virgil did afterwards) could upon occaſion; 
raiſe his Sicilian Muſe to a loftier Strain; that he u 
derſtood the Gaiety and Wiſdom of the Court, au 
the Bravery of the Camp, as well as the ſimple ho 
neſty and hardineſs of the Country : And, in ſho 
that he could as well ſing the Combats of Heroes, 
the Contentions of Shepherds, 
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Call'd THyRs1s, or 4% i Ie 
! 


DapHNISs, who dy'd for Love; and gives jim a large 
Cup and Goat for a Reward. The Scene Sicily, abe 
the River Himera. ö 
| {AO Oatherd, that Pine tree's Botighs by vonder Spring, 
] (G In pleaſing Murmnrs mix, and ſweetly ſing : 
| And thou doſt ſweetly pipe, dear charming Swain, 
And well deſerw'ſt the next Reward to Fan 
If he muſt have a Kid, à Goat's thy Due; 
u hea Goat, à Kid belongs to 0. 
And that's no mean Reward, for Kids are good; 
And till theyre mil hd, the Fleſh is dainty Food. 
| GOATHERD, 
And ſweeter Notes thy Pipe, dear Shepherd, fill, 
han murmuring Springs,thatrowl from yonder Hi. 
i hen Muſes claim a Sheep, a Lamb's thy Due; 
When they a Lamb, thou ſhalt receive a Ewe. 


And 
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A Goatherd per ſwades the Shepherd THYRSIS to bewail 
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2 The IDYLLIUMS 
— 
And will you, by the Nymphs, grant one Deſire ? 2 
Will you to neighbouring ſhady Banks retire, 
And ſit and pipe? Come, ſhew thy wondbrous Skill, 
PI thank thee fort, and feed thy Goats the while. 0 
FS . G.OATHERD. - | 
1 dare not, Faith, I dare not pipe at Noon, 
Afraid of Fan; for when his Hunting's done, 
And he lies down to lep by purling Streams, 
He's very touchy, if we break his Dreams. 
But, Th; i 7s, (for you know fair Daphnis pains, 
And ſin g-+ the beſt of all the tuneful Swains) 
Let's go and fit beneath yon Myrtle Boughs, 
Where : fands Priapus, and the Nymphs Repoſt, 
Where thy HuPs built, and many an Acorn growes; 
And there, if thou wilt pipe as ſweet a Lay, 
As when you ſtrove with * Crome, and won the Day; 
T1 give thee my. beſt Goat, a x lovely white ; 
She ſuckles two, yet fills three Pails at Night; 
Reſides a Cup, with ſweeteſt Wax overlay?d, 
A fine two-handled Pot, and newly made; 
Still of the Tool it ſmells, it neatly ſhines, 
And round the Brim. a creeping Ivy twines, 
With Crocus mi vd, where ſeem the Kids to brouze; 2 
The Berries crop, and wanton in the Boughs : 
Within a Woman ſits, a Work divine, 
Thro? envious Veils her dazling Beauties ſhine, 
And all around neat Woers offer Love, 
They ſtrive, they quarrel, but they cannot move; 
Now ſmiling here, now there ſhe caſts her Eyes, 
And now to theſe, now theſe her Mind applies; 
Whilſt they, their Eyes ſwoln big with watchful Pain; 
Still love, {till beg, but all, poor Hearts, in vain. 
Near theſe, a Fiſher On * Rocks is ſet; 
He ſ-ems to gather up to caſt his Net; 
e ſtands as labouring, and his I. imbs appear 
AL K&xetclvd, and! in his Face mix Hope and F ear; 
the 
— G CHER CIS rages Md 
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The Nerves ins Neck are ſwoln, look firm and ſtrong, 
Altho? hes o/d, and fit for one that's yoreng. 
Next him, ripe Grapes in bluſbing Cluſters twine, 
And a fair Boy ſits by to guard the Vine: 
On either Side a Fox ; one widely gapes, 
He eyes the Vines, and ſpoils the rip'ning Grapes: - 
'The other minds the Scrip, reſolv'd ro ſeize, 
And rob the Fondling of his Bread and Cheeſe; 
Whilſt he fits idly buſy, neatly ties 
Soft tender Twigs, and frames a Net for Flies; . 
Pleasd with his vain Deſigns, a careleſs Boy, 
And more than Grapes or Scrip, he minds the Toy. 
Round all, a creeping Woodbine's Trigs aſpire, 
A curious Sight, Pm ſure you muſt admire ; 0 
was Calydows ; but when he crofs'd the Seas, 
I bought it for a Goat and Rammel Cheeſe; 
It never touch'd my Lips, unſoibd and new, 
And this I freely will preſent to you, 
+ If you will ſing how ein the ſhady Grove 
Young Dapbns pin'd, and how he dy'd for Love. 
Iam in Earneſt, I will love thee long, | 
And N mind the Favour of thy Song. 
THYRSIS. 
Pan, raiſe my Yiice, Pan, move my had Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, beg in the rural Song. 
= 'Tis Thyr/is Song, Thyrſis from tna came, 
= | Sweet is his Voice, and ſounding as his Fame. 
= Where were you Nymphs? Where did the Nymphs refide F 
Where were you then, when Daphnis piwd and dy'd > 
On Pindus Top, or Tempes open Plain, 
Where careleſs Nymphs, forgetful of the Swain? 
For not one Nymph by ſwifr Aſopus ſtood, 
Nor Atna's Cuil nor Acis ſacred Flood. 3 
A 2 | Pan, 
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ar; wa not have Cal y don in the next Line, tz be a proper Name. 
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The IDYLLIUMS 


Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 4 
Begin, ſweet: Miſe, begin the rural Song. V 
For him the Ve, the Pards, and Tygers moan't ; Y 
For him with frightful Grief the Lions groand 1 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, | 
Beg in, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 
A thouſand Heifers, Bulls, and Cows, and Steers, A1 
Lay round his Feet, and melted into Tears. Al 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, Th 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. M 
Firſt Hermes came, and with a gentle Touch, 4 
He raisd, and aftk'd him whom he lowd ſo much? 7 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, So, 
Beg in, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. Are 
Tue Plong hi men, Herds-men, and the Shepherds, came, So, 
And askd what III? and what had raisd the Flame! Ane 
Priapus came from neighbouring Shades, and ſaidj, P 


Poor Daphnis, why doſt pine? why hang thy Head! Be 

* While o'er the Fields the Nymph repeats her Pain. 

Aud calls the Woods, and chides the perjur'd Swain, 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Fongne, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, beg in the rural Song. 

Ah, Daphnis, looſe and wanton in thy Love! 

A Herds-man thought, thou doſt a Goat herd prove! 

A Goat herd, when he ſees the Kids at Rut, 

Sits down, and grieves that he's not born a Goat. 

Thus, when you ſee the Virgins dance, you grieve 

Becauſe refus'd, and now diſdain to live. 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet, Muſe, begin the rural Song. 

All this young Daphnis heard; but mute he ſate, 

Indulg'd bis Grief, and haſten'd to his Fate. 5 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 


RR 


Begin, ſweet Mnſe, begin the rural Song. T 
Then Venus came, a Smile her Face poſſeſsd, 
A faint half Smile, fierce Anger filÞd her Breaſt ; 
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of THEOCRITUS. 5 
And ſaid, Well, Daphnis, you could fight with Love, 


| With what Succeſs the haughty Shepherd ſtrove ! 
You ſcorwd his Bow, and you his Darts diſgrac'd 
But, Daphnis, was not Love too ſtrong at laſt ? _ 

| Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue,. 


Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 
And thus the Youth reply?d, Diſdainful Foe, 
Ah, cruel Venus, cursd by all below. 

5 The * Fun hath told, 1 fall, but ſtill {hall prove, 

WMMidſt Shades below, a deadly Plague to Love. _ 

Pauaan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
2 Degin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 
ie, So, goto Ida, there, as Story goes, 

Are Scenes of Pleaſure, there Anvhiſes does 


ne; . Go, Venus, there are Shades and Cypreſs Bowers, 
me!! And labouring Bees buz ober the riſing Flowers. 
Pan; raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongues. 
5 dai Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 
in; | There lives Adonis, there the wond'rous Fair, 
im There feeds his Sheep, ſhoots Beaſts, and huntsthe Hare. 
. Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Jonge, 
Ys, 5 Begin, ſweet Mufe, begin the rural Song. 
So now, ſtout Diomed, go, ſoon perſue, 
e! 60, noſe him now, and boaſt, my Arts Jerthrew 
= Young Daphnis fight, for Pm a Match for you. | 
„. Pan raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
oe Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. : | 
Je Wolves, ye Lions, and ye Boars, adieu; | | 
ove, For Daphnis walks no more in Woods with you. | 
8˙¹ Adieu, fair Arethyſe, fair Streams that ſwell | 
. FThroꝰ Thymbrian Plains, ye ſilver Streams, farewell. | 
7 Pan, raiſe mà Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, — 
r en e ee 1 | 
That, Daphnis, I that here my Oxen fed, | | 
That here my Bulls and Cows to Water led. f | 
a; | Ba. Pan; 
Ani 7 ” — — —— — BEN 1 
60 h = 7 This Reading ſeems beſt, tho” againſt the Opinian of 
n 8 ſeveral of the Criticks, A ens, NE | 


6 The IpyIIIUs 
Pan, v. my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 
San, Pan, where eder you keep your Sy/yan Court, 
Whether on Lyces Tops the Satyrs ſport, 
Or wanton over the high Menalian Hill, 
We beg thee viſit Sialys fair Ile, 
Leave Helike's Cliff, from Licoms Tomb remove, EZ 
A Tomb to be admin d by Gods above. n 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, i 


Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. * | 
Come, mighty King, * Pan, and B. my Pipe, Of 
Well joiwd with Wax, and fitted to my Nip; E 
For now ' tis uſeleſs grown, Love ſtops my Breath, 
I cannot pipe, but muſt be mute in Death. N 
Pan, raiſe my Vice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. i, 
On evIry Shrub and Thorn, let Lillies ſmile, 
Let Pri vet Berries ſtain the Daffadil; | 
Let all Things change, the Pine-tree's lofry Head 
Let mellow Pears adorn, ſince Daphnis dead; 
Let Deer perſue the Dogs, on ev'ry Buſh | 
Let Schreech-Owls ſit, and chatter with the Thrufh. 
Pan, raiſe my Voice no more, Pan, ſtop my Tongue, 
End, Muſes, end, end, Muſe, the rural Song. 
This ſaid, he dy'd, fair Venus rubb'd the Swain, 
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And idly ſtrove to bring him back again; a 
For cruel Fate had broken ev'ry Thread, . 
And o'er the Stygian Lake young Daphnis fled : . 
The crue] Waves enclosd the lovely Boy, = 


The Nymphs Delight, and 2Mrſes chiefeſt Joy. 
Pan, raiſe my Voice no more, Pan, ſtop my TonTue, 4 
End Muſes, end, end, Muſe, the rural Song. And c 
Give me the C, the promis'd Goat produce, That I 
That I may milk, and offer to my My/e. And fe 
Hail, Muſes, hail, all hail, ye ſacred Nine, For cr; 
P11 ſtill improve, and make my Song divine. E 
| | GOATHERD. : 
Dear Thyr/is, O! may Honey-Drops diſttl, 'E 
And Honey-Combs thy Mouth, dear Shepherd, fill. , 5 


Of THEOCRiTUs. 

It fits thy Sweetnefs, Youth ; for Thyrſts ſings 

More ſweet than Inſects bred in low'ry Springs. 
Here, take the Cup, view it; how rare the Smell! 

As ſweet as waſwd in the Springs fragrant Well. 

Come, * Browning, milk her; Kids, forbear to ſkip; 

The Coat is wanton, Kids, and he may leap. | | 
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n. Sameœtha being forſaken: by Delphis, reſolves to try the 
ö Poorce of Charms to recover his Afection; applies Her- 
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82" Matters; and after ſhe hath ſent away her Maid, tells 
the Story of her Mufortune. | 


To GEORGE PITT, Fun. Eſq; 


K IVI Maid, where's the Potion? Fill the Baſon full, 
And crown the narrow Brim with Purple Wooll, 
That I might charm my falſe, my perjur'd Swain 
And force him back into my Arms again; 

For cruel he theſe twelve long Days is fled, 
And knows not whether Pm alive or dead. 
He hath not broke my Doors theſe twelve long Days; 
Ah! me, perhaps his varying Love decays; | 
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1 Aid, wheres my Laurel? Oh! my raging Soul! > 
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Or he with Joy another Face ſurveys. 
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elf to the Moon, as a powerful Goddeſs in both thoſe | 
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Pl run to Morrow to the Fencing-Houſe, p 
And aſk him what he means to uſe me thus? 
But now I'll charm him; Moon, ſhine bright and clears 
To thee I will direct my ſecret Pray'r; 
To thee and Hecate, whom Dogs do dread, 
When ſtainꝰd with Gore, ſhe ſtalks ani the Dead. 
Hail, frightful Hecate, aſſiſt me ſtill, 

Make mine as great as fam'd Medea's Skill. 

* Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjur'd Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. 

Firſt burn the Flow'r, then ſtrew the Þ other on; 
Strew it. How? Where's your Senſe and Duty gone? 
Baſe Theſty/#s ! and am I ſo forlorn, 
And grown ſo low, that Pm become your Scorn ? 
But ſtrew the þ| Salt, and fay in angry Tones, 

I ſcatter Delphid's, perjurd Delphid's. Bones. 

Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjurd Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. 

Firſt Delphid injurd me, he raisd my Flame, 
And now I burn this Bong h in Delphid's Name. 
As this doth blaze, and break away in Fume, 
(How ſoon it takes!) let Delphid's Fleſh conſume. 

Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjurd Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. 
As this devoted Wax melts ver the Fire, 
Let Mindian Delphid melt in warm Deſire; 
And, Lenus, as I whirl this brazen Bowl, 
Before my Doors let perjur'd Delphid rowl. 

Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjurd Swain, 

Aud force him back into my Arms again. 
Now, now I ſtrow the How'r; Moon, you can bow 
Ev'n Rhadamanth, and all thats fierce below. 
Hark, Theſiy/is, our Dogs begin to how; 

The Goddeſi comes, go beat the brazen Bowl. 
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3 2 re my Falſh my-perjurd mo 

ack into my Arms again. 
= = WY ſmooth, and Eaſe becalms the Wind, 
But Griefs ſtill rage, and toſs my troubPd Mind. 
burn for him, for him whoſe Arts betray'd 
And wrought my Shame, for Pm no more a Maid, 

]yox, reſtore my: falſe, my perjurd Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. | 
Thrice, thrice T pour, and thrice repeat my Charme, 
Whatever Boy or Maid now fills his Arms; 

Let dark Oblivion ſpread over Delphid's Mind, 5 


As dark as that, that once did * Theſeus blind, 
When he at Naxos left his Love behind. 
Hippomanes, a Plant Arcadia bears; 
This makes Steec's mad, and this excites the Mares; 
And oh! that I could ſe my Delphid come 
From tt Oyy Fencing-Houſe ſo raving Home. 
Iynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjurd Swain, 
And force him back into my Arms again. 
This Piece from dear falſe Delphid's Garment torn, 
I tear again, and am refolv'd to burn. | 
Ah! crnel Love, ah! moſt relentleſs God! 

d? 


Why like a Leech ftill eager on his Food, 
Wound ſt thou my Heart, and ſuckſt outall m yBloo 
Jynx, reftore my falſe, my perjurd Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. 

A Lizzard ſquee d, ſhall make a powerful Bowl 

To Morrow, ſtrong, to tame his ſtubborn Soul. 

Now take theſe Poyſons, PIE procure thee more, | 

And ſtrew them at the Threſpold of his Door; | 

That Door where raging Love has fix'd my Mind, 

E Tho! he regards not; cruel and rkind ! 

Strew them, and ſpirting, ſay, in angry Tones, 

l ſcatter Delhhidis, perjur'd Delphidis Bones. 

= Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjurd Swain, 
And force him back into my Arms 2 
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* The Story of Theſeus and Ariadne, 15 Seach 
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Now I'm alone, ſhall I lament my State? 
But where ſhall I begin ? What wrought my Fate? 
Anaxo, Eubul's Daughter, neatly dreſt, 
Bege'd me to go and ſee Diana's Feaſt ; 
For Fame had told wild Beaſts muſt there be ſhown 
In ſolemn Pomp, a Zyoneſs was one. 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 1 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? . Fe” 
With her's my Nurſe did all her Vows unite, =” 
And bad me go, for )twould be worth my Sight; 
So forc'd, and finely dreſs'd, in Pomp and State, 
I went, attended by an evil Fate, 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? W 
Near Lycos Houſe break thro? the yielding Throngy I OM it 
I ſaw my Delphis, vigorous, ſtout, and young; I * 
A Golden Down ſpread oer his youthful Chin, . ny 
His Breaſt, bright Moon, was brighter far than thine; WW c ry 
For ſpread with g/orious C), he lately came Z rr. ; 
From noble Fencing, and from winning Fame. HY 3 : 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 3 N 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came. Y Se 
Oh! when I ſaw, how did the Sight ſurprize! A 2 Sly 
My Soul took Fire, and ſpark/ed thro) my Eyes; 3 1. 
My Colour chang'd, regardleſs of the Show, = Zell, 
I haſted Home, but came I know not how; 5 Rag 
A burning Fever ſeizd my thong h;f⏑ Head, I N . 
And twelve long Days and Nights I kept my Bed. 1 E. 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 3 tl 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came ? 3 - I Þ 
My roſy Colour dy'd into a pale, I hex: qu 
My Eyes grew dim, my Hair began to fall; 1 al 
Mere Skin and Bones I liv'd, I breath'd and pray\d, WW Teil, 
And ſought to evry cunning Man for Aid; „ And 
All Charms were try'd,; and various Figures caſt,. „ ant 1 l 
But ah! no Help, and Time did ſwiftly waſt. . Culent 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, y 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? 
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Of TREOCRrUs. It 


4 laſt I told my Maid the naked Truth, 

Go, Theſty1s, have Pity on my Youth . 

Go find ſome Cure to eaſe my raging Smart; 

Young Delphid is the Tyrant of my Heart, Nn | 
Go to the Fencing-Houſe, there's his Delight, 
For there he walks, and there he loves to ſit. ” 

- Tel, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
Y And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came ? 
And if alone, give him a gentle Nod, 

And ſoftly tell him, that Sametha would | 
I (Speak, ſpeak, tho) modeſt Fear doth ſtrike thee dumb) 
Enjoy him here, and beg him he would come. 
She went, ſhe found, and told him what 1 faid 5 "2 
He gladly heard, and eagerly obey'd. 

ut when he came, how great was the Sur prize! 

E Chills ſhook my Soul, and I grew cold as Ice. 

© Tell, ſacred Moon, w what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? 
Fold Sweat flow'd down my Cheeks, like driving Raing 
And when I ſtrove to ſpeak, I ſtrove in vain 

No Noiſe would come, not ſuch as lull'd in Reſt 

- Young Infants, murmur Oer their Mother's Breaſt; 
No Sign of Life did thro) my Limbs appear 
ut J grew ſtiff, {tiff as this Gold I wear. 

= Tell, ſacred Afoon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? 

b Then cruel he ſate down, he preſsd my Bed, 

| His Eyes were fix'd, and as he fare, he ſaid, 

4 J — you do me as far ſurpaſs, | i 
2 As I Philiſtus, when we ran the Race; 21 
pi Joo quick for me in this your kind Intent, 

E You did my Haſte, tho? not n 55 Wiſh prevent. 

„ 7 ſacred Moon, what firſt did e my Flame, 
Aid whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? 
3 For 1 had come at Night; by Love, tis true; | 
Enſent. tor, 1 had come to wait on you; 
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12 The ID IITIIUNS 

With Apples in my Lap, with * Poplar crown'd, 

With Ivy twin d, and Ribbons neatly bound; 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came ? 


Where, if admitted, 't: had been kindly done, Z 
For I am thought the Bearty-of the Town ; # 
And tho) perhaps I wifwd for greater Bliſs, „ 
I would have been contented with a Kiſs; 3 
But if deny'd, or flam'd with dull Delay, Y 
Streight Fire and Force had come, and broke away. 1 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 3 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? Z 
But now to Venus my firſt Thanks axe due; * 
The next, Sametha, mult be paid to you: = 
To you, Samætha, you, whoſe gentle Hand Thi 
From raging Fires ſecur'd the flaming Brand, And 
And ſav'd poor half-burnt me; for Love can raiſe Por 
Fi res fierce as thoſe that in hot ena blaze. = Hef 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, But 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? E Am 
He tender Maids to unknown Madneſs drives, = Whil 
And forces from warm Huſbands Arms their Wives. My 
Thus he, and heedlefs I, believ'd too ſoon ; Bur 1 
He preſsd my Hand in hi, and laid me down PII fe 
On the ſofr Bed, when ſtreight lock\d Arm in Arm, Such 
In ſtrict Embraces both grew gently warm; She t. 
Our Breath was hot and ſhort, we panting lay But n 
We look'd, we murmurd, and we dy'd away. To W 
Our Cheeks did g/ow, and fainting Virtue ſtrove, Go, 1 
At laſt it yielded to the Force of Love. PII by 
But what need all this Talk? bright facred Moon, Farew 
Both were well pleas d, and ſame ſtrange Thiag was dont; Romu 


And ever ſince we lov'd, and liv'd at Eaſe, 
No ſtillen Minutes broke our Happineſs; 
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* Thy was the Ciſtom to wait on their Beloved with theſt 
Love-Tuys,_ as Apples and Garlands, te perform their Cert 
mony calld dad nee. His was to be af Piplar, as beft. 
ting 4 Wreſiler, being a Tree ſacred to Hercules. 
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Till ſoon this Morning, er the Sun could riſe, 
And drive his Chariot thro? the yielding Skies, -<. 
To fetch the Roſy Morn from Waves below, 

I heard the fatal News, and knew my Woe. 

My Maid's own Mother, ſhe that lives hard by, 

An honeſt Woman, and ſhe ſcarns to lie; 

She came and aſhd me, Is your Delphid kind 2 

And have you firm Poſſeſſion of his Mind? 

For I am ſure, but whether Maid or Boyg 

I cannot tell, he courts another Joy: 


For he drinks Healths; and when thoſe Healths are paſt, 


He muſt be gone, and goes away in Haſte. 

Beſides, with Garlands all his Rooms are dreſt, 

And he prepares, as for a Marriage-Feaſt. 

This, as ſhe walkd laſt Night, ſhe chanc'd to view, 
And told it me, and oh! I fear tis true; 

For he was wont to come twice, thrice a Day, 


He ſaw me tall as he returmd from Play; 


But now, ſince he was here twelve Nights are paſt ; 
Am I forgotten? Aml left at laſt ? | 

Whilſt perjurꝰd he for other Beauty burns, 

My Love, Pm ſure, deſerv'd more kind Returns s 
But now Pl charm ; but if he ſcorns me ſtill, 

P11 force him down to Hell; by Fate, I will. 
Such pow'rful Drugs a Witch did once impart, 

She taught me ſuch ſtrange Charms, ſuch Force of Art. 
But now farewel, bright Moon, turn lovely Moon, 
To Waves below, and drive thy Chariot down. 
Go, lovely Moon, and wake the fleepy Morn 

PII bear my Trouble ſtill, as J have born. 

Farewel, and you attending Stars, that wheel 


Ronud Night's black Axle- tree; bright Stars, farewel. 
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Ten more to Morrow; all I pluck for thee. 


S JC EE EEE . | 
IDYLLIUM III. 
- The GOATHERD- 2 
SUL Sed SARS IAA ARES tne WT 


He repines at the Coyneſs of bis Miſtreſs, and ends in Deſpair, 


Go to Phyllis, and on yonder Rock 

My Goats are fed, and Tityrus keeps my Flock. 
Dear Tityrus watch, and ſee the Goats be fed, 
To Morning Paſtures, Evening Waters led ; 
But ware the Lybian Ridgling's butting Head. 
Ah! lovely Phyllis, why ſo wond'rous coy ? 
Why wont you take me to the promis d Joy? 
Why wowt you meet me now in yonder Grove ? 3 
Lean on my Breaſt, and kifs, and call me Love? MT 
Doſt hate me, Phyllis * Does my Noſe, when near, . M5 
Seem hood, too long my Beard, and rough my Han? y 
Am I defornvd ? diſpleaſing to thy Eye? 
Grown ugly now? I ſee that I mult die. 
Ten Apples I have ſent, you ſhew'd rhe Tree, 


> 
2 
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He tc 
But v 
Her 8 
How 
How 


Could I enjoy what&er my Wiſh can crave, 
Pa turn that Bee that flies into thy Cave; 
There ſoftly thro) thy ſhady Garland creep, 
And ſteal a Kiſs when you are faſt aſleep. Fe 
I know what Love is now, a oruel God, 1 
A Tygreſs bore, and nurſod him in a Wood. ; Wie 
A cruel God, he ſhoots thro) ev'ry Vein, 0 Bi. 
And fires my Bones; have Pity on my Pain. Ya" 
Dear black- ey'd Sweet, all Stone, ah! lovely Face, | Fird ; 
Be kind again, and grant one kind Embrace: | Thar 3 
Do, claſp thy humble Swain, and grant one Kiſe; Kid 
Evin empty Kiiles have a ſecret Bliſs. | 
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I rave, and I ſhall tear the Crowns I made 

Of fragrant Parſly twin'd, to grace your Head. 
Ah! me, unhappy me, what Pains I bear? 

Ah! me, undone ! yet you refuſe to hear. 

My Jerkin's off, P11 leap into the Flood 

From yon high Rock, where 0/pis often ſtood 

To ſnare his Trouts; and rho? I do not drown, 
Twill pleaſe thee, Phyllis, ſirre, to hear ?twas done. 
All this I knew, when I deſign'd to prove, 
Whether I ſhould be happy in my Love: 

I preſs'd the Long- live, but in vain did preſs ;. 

It gave no lucky Sound of good Succeſs. 

To Agri too I mace the fame Demand ; 

A cunning Woman ſhe, I cro&d her Hand: 

She turn'd the Steve and Sheers, and told me true, 
That I ſhould love, but not be lov'd by you. 

I have a pretty Goat, a lovely white, 


She bears two Kids, yet fills three Pails at Night. : 


Fhis tawny Beſs hath begg'd, and begg'd in vain ; 
But now ?tis hers, ſince you my Gifts diſdain. 
My right Eye itches now; and ſhall I ſee 

My Love? PII fit and p pe by yonder Tree, 

And ſhe may look on me, ſhe may be won, 

She may be kind, ſhe is not perfect Stone. 


When young Hippomanes ſought the Maids Embrace, 


He took the Golden Fruit, and ran the Race: 


But when ſhe view'd, how ſtrong was the Surprize ! 


Her Soul took Fire, and ſparkled thro? her Eyes. 
How did her Paſhons, how her Fury move! 
How ſoon ſhe leap'd into the deepeſt Love! 
From tna's Top, to Pyle Melampus drove 

His tender Flock, and met a noble Love; 

Wiſe Alphisb's Mother open'd all her Charms 
To Bias Eyes, and wantowd in his Arms, 
Adonis li vd a Swain, and yet the Boy 


| Fird Venus Breaſt : She prov'd ſo mad for Joy, 


That in her Lap ſhe warm'd his dying Head, 


Nied his cold Lips, and would not think him dead. 
| " WJ Tho? 
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Tho? young Endymion fed ten thouſand Sheep, 
I envy nothing, but his laſting Sleep. 


They taſted Joys which no Prophane muſt hear; 
Joys too divine for an unhallow'd Ear. 
Ah! me, my Head ! but who regards my Pain ? 
PI fall, defpair, and never pipe again. 

A Prey to Wolves, ?twill be a dainty Feaſt, 
And ſweeter far than Honey to thy Taſte. 


IDYLLIUM IV. 


Battus cat Corrydon, in a paſtoral Way, diſcourſe of 


ſeveral Things. 


To his good Friend, Mr. E. LYDE of Horſpath, 
(are, 
2 7 HoſeHerds ? PVilonda's? Tell whoſe Herds they 
C. Hgon's; for Axon gave them to my Care 
B. Dowt you play falſe, and ſometimes milk a Cow 
By Stealth? C. No, my old Maſter eyes me ſo, 
Gives the Calves Suck, and watches what I do. 
B. But where is Agen? Where's the Herds-man gone? 
C. What, ha'n't you heard? for ſure the Story's knowl 
B. Not I, I live out of the Road of Fame, | 
C. Milo hath drawn him to th? Olympian Game. Lacini 
B. And what will he do there, rude artleſs Swain? WW Ther, 
C. But yet his Strength is fam'd Oer all the Plain; There 
As big as Hercules, as ſtout aud ſtrong. | 8 De 


B. More known for brutal Force, than fam'd for Song T0 4 


C. He n&er play'd Cudgels, but he broke a Head | The v 
Stout Caftor's Match, Pm ſure, my Mother ſaid, : i 
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A Score of * Sheep he carry'd, and a Spade. 
B. What will not Milo do, that can perſwade 
This Clown to leave his Wealth, and court a Shade ? ) 
C. HisCows here want him, and mourn oer the Plain. 
B. Poor Beaſts! and how unhappy in a Swain! 
C. Poor Beaſts ! they will not eat, but idly lo. 

B. Ah, careleſs Herds-nian ! I ok on yonder CUW 3, 
Poor Beaſt, I pity her, how gaſtly thin! 

Her Bones are creeping thro? the famiſld Skin. 
See, you may tell her Ribs, her Entrails view z 
Does ſhe, like Inſects, feed upon the Dew ? 

C. No; and J hope to ſee her ſhortly prove, 

She ſometimes doth in Latyws ſhady Grove 

And ſometimes o'er Aſaru's Paſtures ſtray, 

And there I feed her at a Rack of Hay. 

B. Look, that red Bull is lean, mere Skin and Bone; 
May the Lampride, when they would atone 
Great Juno's Anger, meet with ſuch a one; 
Lean be his aged Fleſh, corrupt his Blood, 

Tis fit for them, a vile unhappy Brood. 

C. And yet I feed him, by the Springs hee goes, 
Or in Neetha's Plaine, where Plenty flows, 

The Gilcup Cowſlip, and the Dazy grows. 

B. Ah, wretched gen, here thy Oxen die, 
While you, for vain, uncertain Prizes try. 
Thy beſt new Pipe is ſpoibd, "tis mouldy grown ;- 


Alas, it muſt be ſpoibd now thou art gone. 


C. No Fear of that ; for when he went away, 
He gave it me, and, Battzs, I can play: 


1 ſing ſmooth F rrſus Songs, I gain Renown. 


To Croto, Zacynth is a pretty Town; 
Lacinius riſes proudly to the Eaſt, 
There gon once cat eighty Cakes at leaſt, 


There did I fee him, whillt he bravely ſtrove, 


Draw down the Bull, and give him to his Love, 


| To Amaryllis; all with Joy were filhq, 


The Women ſhouted, and the Herds-man ſmibd. 
B 3 B. Att, 


Bn 29 — — 


3 — — — 


* For Diet and Excrciſe before he wreſtled, 
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Dear as my Goats you dy'd, and left me here; 


C. Hah, Colly, to the Bank; not ſtir! by ove, 


(. Neber walk Oer Mountains, Swain, without your Shoe; 
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B. Ah, lovely Amaryllis, you alone . 
Do ſtill poſſeſs my Mind, tho? dead and gone; 
Ah me, how hard's my Fate, and how ſevere! f 
C. Cheer up, dear Battus, better Days may come; 
To Morrow, chance, may bring a milder Dom. 
The Living hope, the Dead are hopeleſs, loft; 
Fove ſometimes ſmiles, and ſometimes frowns 1n Froft, 
B. I do cheer up; but drive your Heifers down, 
They ſpoil my Olives, Browning, hiſt, be gone. 
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If I come to ye, in Faith, PIl make ye move. 

See now ſhe runs this Way; a curſed Cow! 

Had I my Paddle, thou ſhoulMſt feel me now. 

B. Look here, for God's Sake, oh, it pricks, it pricks, 
Pye canght a Thorn, oh me, how deep it ſticks! 
Pray pull it out, doſt ſee it? Look ?tis there; 

Pox take the Cow, I'm ſure ?twas long of her. 

C. J have it out, ?twas this; come, all is well. 

B. How ſmall the Wound, yet what vaſt Conrage fell! 


For there are Thorns, and there ſharp Prickles grow. 
B. But, Swain, does thy old Maſter ſtil] perſue 

His old Sweet-heart? or doth he court a new ? 
C. His old one ſtill, poor Wretch ! In yonder Grove 
1 trac'd, and found them in a Scene of Love. 

B. Oh, brave old Inſty Goat ! thy wanton Guſt 

May vie with Paws, or with the Satyys Luft. 4 
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IDTLLIUM V. 
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The Goatherd Comatas, and Herde man Laco, contend 
in Singing; they Iay 4 Wager, and chuſe Morſo 
Fudge. The Victor) is determimd on the Goatherd's 


Side, 
To OWEN SALISBURY, Eſq; 


C. LL, Goats, fly, Laco, fly, and ſafely feed; 
He ſtole my Skin laſt Night, dear Goats, take heed 


4 I. Lambs, don't you fly the Springs; Lambs, don't you 


fear, 


3 When he that lately ſtole my Pipes ſo near. 
C. Thy Pipe! what Pipe had'ſt thou, thou ſlaviſh Lout, ) 


Couldſt thou and Corydon do ought. but toot 

On Oaten Straws, to pleaſe the fooliſh Rout? 

I. The Pipe that Lycon gave, free haughty Fool; 
But pray what Skin was that that that Laco ſtole ? 
What Skin, Comatas ? where could'ſt thou have one? 


© Thy Maſter wants a Skin to fleep upon. 

C. That ſpotted Skin, which, when he kilÞd a Goat, 
Dick gave the Nymphs; which you, you envious $ 
Then griev'd to ſee; and now, by knaviſh Theft, 


Haſt wet me of; Itwas all that I had left. 

t Laco, not Calathis Son, 

Did ſteal rs or know by whom 'twas done. 
If this bewt true, may I grow frantick, leap 


. From yonder Rocks, and fink into the Deep. 
C. And by the Fountain, Nymphs, (thoſe NymphsI find 


To all my Pray'rs, and all my Wiſhes kind) 


j Comatas did not ſteal thy Pipe; believe 


That this 1s true, and I thy Fault forgive. 
I. If I believe thee, may I bear the Pains 
That Daphnis bore; but ſince you boaſt your Strains, 

| Js : 0 
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Come, ſtake a Goat, Dll pipe when eber you will, 
Till you grow weary, and confeſs my Skill. 
C. A Sow, Minerva ; Pm content to lay 
A Kid, you ſtake a Lamb, and then let's play. 
ZL. And how's that equal? Oh, you crafty Fool, 
Pray who Goats Hair did ever "ſheer for Wooll y 
C. He that's as ſure as you are to excel; 
(Tho) Waſps with Graſs-hoppers may ſtrive as well) 
But fince you think a Kid no equal Stake, 
Look there's a full-grown Goat, you ſhawt draw back 
L. Soft, ſoft, good Sir, and let us hence remove, 
Theres better ſinging in that ſhady Grove 
For there cold Water flows, there ſweet Herbs ſpring, 
And there are graſſy Beds, and Locuſts ſing: 
C. Pm not in Haſte; but yet Pm ved to lee, 
That thou ſnouldꝰſt dare at laſt to ſtrive with me; 
With me, who when a Boy did teach thee Strains; 7 
Are theſe the kind Returns for all my Pains? 
Hut breed a Wolf, or an ungrateful Bear, 
And hell devour thee for thy former Care. 
Z. Pray when did I, you envious railing Sot, 
er learn, or hear from you, one graceful Note? 
But pray come hither, here are Beds of Graſs, 
And here we'll ſing, tis a convenient Place. I c. 
C. PII not go thither, here are Cypreſs Bowers, i. 
Here labouring Bees buz o%er the riſing Flowers; Ali. 
Here two cold Streams, and here a Fountain aw 37 1 
And the Birds talk, and murmur thro? the Boughe. Tu. 
Thy Shade's not half ſo good, here Pines do grow, C. 4 
Rear loity Heads, and ſcatter Nuts below. 
I. No, rather go with me, and ew'ry Step 
Shall tread on Lamb-skns Wooll, more ſoft than Sleep3 I Loo 
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In thine are Goat-shins { pread, of a gaftly Hue, ; L. I 
They ſmell as rank, nay, almoſt worſe than you. Wit 
One Bowl of Milk I to the Nymphs will crown, C. * 
And one of Oil, if that will draw thee on. Wit 
C. No, g0 wich me, for mine are fairer Bowers; L. 4 
There thou Malt tread EY the ſiveereſt Flowers: I by 


Belides, 
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Beſides, Oer all DIL ſpread a lovely Skin, 

is ten times ſofter, and as ſweet as thine, 

Eight Bowls of Milk to Pan Dll freely crown, 

Of Honey eight, if that will draw thee on. 

Z. Come then, P11 go, the Doubt at laſt is clear'd, 
Your Skins, your Shades, ſhall be for once preferr'd ; 
But who ſhall judge, and who ſhall hear us play? 
I wiſh the Herds-man Licop came this Way. 

C. I don't care much for him; but here's as good, 
Morſon, the Keeper of our Maſter's Wood, | 
He makes your Faggots; and if yowll conſent, 
We call him, be fhall be our Judge. I. Content. 
C. Then call him. I. Friend, come here, we now conteſt 
Which tunes the rural Pipe, which fings the beſt; 
Whoſe Art is greateſt, muſt be judg'd by thee 

Judge right, and neither favour him nor me. 

C. No, Mor ſon, let Deſert thy Judgment guide, 

Be fair to both, and lean to neither Side; 

This Flock is Thurius Flock, and theſe, Forſooth, 
Eumara's Goats, that you may know us both, 

Z. Did any aſk to whom theſe Flocks belong, 

To me, or Thwrins ? oh, thou haſt a Tongue! 

C. What eber I ſay, Pm ſure is nonght but Truth: 
I ſcorn to boaſt ; but you've a railing Mouth. 

Z. Sing, fing, but let thy Friend return again 
Alive, Comatas ! Oh, how ſweet a Swain! 

C. Me more than Daphnis all the Muſes love, 

Two Kids I lately offer'd in a Grove. | 


I. And me Apollo loves, a wanton Steer 


I feed for Sacrifice, his Feaſt is near. | 
C. I milk two Goats ; a Maid in yonder Plain 
LooÞd on, and figtd, Doft milk thy felf, poor Swain? 
I. Ha, Laco, hah ! full twenty Vats can fill 
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C. Who with the Roſe; whoſe Flow the Rufh | aGorne, 
Compares the meaner Beauties of the Thorns * 

L. And who will Sloes with Damzen-Plumbs compare? 
For thoſe are black, and theſe are /ovely fair. 

C. III give my Dear a Dove; in yonder Woods 

Pl climb, and take her down, for there £1e broods, 
I. A Fleece to make a Coat, when firit I ſheer 

Black Rams, I will preſent unto my Dear. 

C. Goats from the Olives, come and feed below, 

By this declining Bank, there Myrtles grow. 

Z. Ho, Sharp-horn, Browning, leave thoſe hurtful Weeds, 
And come and graze this Way, where Colly feeds. 

C. I have a Cypreſs Pail and Cup; ?tis new, 

Well wrought, and this, my Love, I keep for yon. 
L. I have a ſturdy Spock, it Wolves will ſeize ; 


Vith this my Boy may hunt what Beaſts he pleaſe, 
C. Yau Locus, you that ober my Fences throng, 


Hurt not my Vines too much, for they are young. 

L. Ste, Graſs-hoppers, ſee how I nearly touch 

The — Reapers you provoke as much. 

C. I hate the bruſu-tail'd Fr; he comes at Night, 

Eats Myco's Vines, and then prepares for Flight. 

L. I hate the Beetles, for they always prey 

On my Philonda's Fi ge, then whitk away. 

C. And don't you mind, when I—youknowthe Trick 

You wanton'd, laugh'd, and clung to vonder Stick. 

IL. Not that; but When your Maſter us'd to bind, 

And laſh you there, I Know; for that I mind. 

C. Hes angry, Morſon; art thou, frantick Swain? 

Go gather, Scida, that will purge thy Brain, 

I. Morjon, I nettle him, I vex him more; 

Swain, thou art mad, go gather Helebore. 

C. With Milk Himete, and let Crathis low 

Wich purple Wine; let Figs on Brambles grow. 

Z. Let Sybaris row! Honey; every Urn 

My Servant dips, with Rowing Combs return. | 

C. My Goats cat Thyme, on Figs they freely brouzey 
hey walk on Flags, and lye on tender * A 
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. My Sheep eat Parſly, thro? the Fields they ſtray ; 
They « crop ſweet Flowrs and Dazies all the Day. _ 
C. I love not Alcipp; (ſhe I hop'd would prove 
More kind) when I preſented her a Dove, 
She claſp'd me not, nor kiſ9d, nor calbd me atk 
L. I love Eumedes much - gave my Pipe; 
How ſweet a Kiſs he gave ! ! Ah! charming Lip. 
C. Thou art contentious, Lacon; end thy Strains; 
Pyes ſhould not ſtrive with Thruſhes, Owls with Swans. 
MORSON. 
End, Shepherd, end thy Strains, and die for Shame, | 
For Marſox ſays Comatas avins the Lamb. 
| Go, offer to the Muſe, and ſend a Piece 
© To Morſon, for he claims it as his Fees, 
|  _COMATAS. 
I will, by Pan, my Goats all leap for Joy; 
And DI friſk too, PL leap into the Sky. 
Pl] toct at Lacon; I have won the Lamb 
| Go, fooliſh Shepherd, pine, and die for Shame. 
| +ritk, Goats, and leap ; in Sybaris purling Spring 
Dil waſh you all, and all the while DI ſing. 
Puſh not the Kids, you Goat, till I have done 
The Sacrifice; if you dare puſh but one, 
Thou ſhalt- How now? Well, thou ſhalt ſmart for this; 
Or may Comatas, he that won the Prize, 
torger his Pipe, and looſe his Flock, be poor, 
aud baiely beg his Bread at Laco's Door. 
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Dammtas and Daphnis, meeting at Noon, fing ; Daph- 
nis applies his Song to Polyphemus, who was in Loye 
with Galatæa, and Dametas in his Perſon anſwers. 


To THOMAS WYNDHAM of Lincolns-Inn, Eſq; 


TN netas, and the Herds-man Daphnis, drove 
Their Flocks to feed, and took one ſhady Grove; 

The one was bearded, of a charming Grace, 

The other young, Down cloath'd his lovely Face. 
They ſat and wanton'd by a purling Spring 

In Mid-day Heat, and thus began to fing. 

The lowing Herds lay round, and quench'd their Thirſt; 
Firſt Daphnis ſang, for he had challeng'd firſt, 

DAPHNIS. 
Fair Galatea, from the ſmiling Deep, 

With Apples, Polyphemus pelts thy Sheep; 

(See from the Shore they all with Haſte remove) 
And ſays a Goatherd's an unſkilful Love. 

But you, poor Wretch, ah! Wretch, neber view the Maid, 
But fit and pipe, and call to Floods for Aid. 

See there again, ſee how ſhe pelts thy Spock, 

The faithful Dog that keeps thy wand'ring Flock. 
Hah ! how he barks! and, in a wild Amaze, 1 
Looks ober the Flood; and whilſt by Shores he ſtrays, 


His Shadow in the quiet Water plays. | But le 
Ah! call him back, leſt when the Maid appears, | Spit t! 
He ruſhes on, and her fair Limbs he tears: | She th 
But there ſhe wantons, ſhe, the charming Fair, | Fate m 
As Down of Thiſtles in the Summer Air; Thus ſ 
And driven ſtill by an unlucky Fate, | Young 


Flies thoſe that love, and follows thoſe that bate- 
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Her Ways are fooliſh, and in vain ſhe tries; > 


But mean Things, Poſyphemus, oft ſur prize, 
For Love is Magick, and deceives the Eyes. 
2 — DAM ET As. | 
And next Dametas ſang ; I chanc'd to lock, 
| By Pan, I did, whillt ſhe did pelt my Flock. 
She could not ?{cape this Eye, this fingle one, 
By which I ſee, and will *till-Life is gone. | 
| Tho) Tellemus foretels ſtrange Ills to come; ! 
Oh! let him take, and keep his Ills at Home, 
And for his Children, treaſure up the Doom. 
Put Rreightways I, to raiſe her Flame the more, 
© Seem not to ſee her trace the yielding Shore 
Hut can pretend another charms my Eyes; 
Then how ſhe frets, good God! and how ſhe dies! 
Oh! with what eager Haſte ſhe leaves the Waves! 
My Folds ſhe ſearches, and looks over my Caves. 
© Befides, my Dog, he is at my Command, 
| Shall bark at her, and gently bite her Hand; 
For whilſt ſhe was my Love, the only She, 
| He fawwd, and laid his Head upon her Knee. 
This, if I practiſe long, ſheMI ſtrive to move, 
And ſend a Meſſage to declare her Love: 
E But I will ſhut my Door, and ſcorn to heed, 
E Unleſs ſhe ſwears that ſhe will grant her Bed; 
For Pm not ugly, for laſt Night I ſtood 
Mall And view'd my Figure in a quiet Flood. £5 
let Men ſay what they will, my Face is fair, > 


My Beard is fine, Pm ſure, and neat my Hair; 

k And this one Eye, in my Opinion, rare. 
have a Set of Teeth, a finer White 

| No Parian Marble boaſts, a lovely Sight : 
[ But leſt ſhe charm me, I have murmur'd thrice, 

| Spit thrice 3 for old Cotyeto taught me this; 
| She that of late in rich Hyppocoon's Room | 
| Fate midſt the Rea pers, and fang Harveſt Home. 
Thus ſang Dametas, and with eager Jo 
| Young Daphnis Kiſid, and claſp'd the lovely Boy. 
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I gave them Gifts that ſuited with their Youth, 

A Pipe and Flute; and fo I pleasdd them both. 
The jocund. Heifers wanton'd ober the Fields, 
Whilſt both unconquer'd ſtand, and neither yields, 
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Theocritus was entertaimd by Phraſida mus and Anti- 
Sones, Licop's Sons, and invited into the Country to 
Feaſt they then kept. As he was going, he meets Lyci- 
das, the Cretan, and each ſings EY is Love. 


To Mr. THOMAS CURGANVEN. 


OW Ceres Feaſt was come, the Corn was grown, 
When I and dear Eumedes left the Town ; 

Amyntas made a third; we all deſign'd 
To pay a Viſit to a { pecial Friend, 
Rich Licops Son, for then he kept 'the Feaſt, 
And kindly bad me be a welcome Gueſt. 
Rich Licop's Son, the Glory of the Plains, 
For gewrous Blood runs thro? his noble. Veins i 
From Chalco down it came, the Brave, the Bold, 
And gather ſtill freſh Honours as it xoll'd. 
From Chalco down, that he, by whoſe Command 
The Borrian Spring verflows the fruitful Land, 
Around it Dazies grow, and all above 
Tall Poplars ſpread, and form a ſhady Grove. 
Scarce had we gone thro) half the netghlyring Plaing 
By Braſil's Ton nb we met a muſing Swain: 
His Name was Iycidas, the gay, the young, 
A Cretan Lorn, and fam'd for xural Song. 


in, 
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oon as we ſaw him, he by all was known 


To be a Godtherd, for he lookd like one; 
For ober his Shoulders hairy Skins were ſpread, 
They ſmelt as newly tanwd, or newly flead, 
A tatter'd Mantle over his Breaſt was caſt, 


And ty'd with an old Girdle to his Waſt. 
His right Hand with a Knotty Crab was fill'd; 


He loo hd on me, and as he loo bd, he ſmiPd ; 
Gay, vig'rous, ſweet, and in the Pride of Yourl:, 
And as he ſpake, a Smile fate on his Mouth. 
Where, Smichidas, where now at burning Noon? 
What urgent Buſineſs makes thee leave the Town, 
Whilſt bleating Flocks in Shades 'avoid rhe Hears, 
And ev'ry Lizzard to his Hole retreats ? 
What Feaft invites? or, now I view your Dreſ:, 
Who treads his Grapes, and calls you ro the Pre: ? 


1 Hark, how at ev'ry Step, you walk ſo faſt, 


The Stones reſound, and tell you are in Haſte. 

And I reply'd, Dear Glory of the Plains, 
How great, how juſt a Praiſe commends thy Strains 2 
Dear ſkilful Piper, Fame does loudly tell, | 
That you the Rea pers and the Swains excel; 
Pm glad owt, tho? I think I pipe as well. 
We go to Ceres Feaſt, this Way we bend, 
And make a Viſit to a ſpecial Friend; 
He keeps it now, for ſhe hath throng'd his Floor, 
And pays the early Tributes of his Store. 
Bur ſince we walk one Way, fince Time perſwades, 
And we are far remov'd from gloomy Shades, 
Let's pipe and wanton as we walk along, 


For we may pleaſe each other with a Song ; 


For I can ling, and by our flatt'ring Youth 
Pr; praisd, and calbd the charming Mrſe?s Mouth: 
Ta-y fay I pipe the beſt, and would deceive 
by Praiſe, but Pm nor eaſy to believe. — — 
My Songs are mean, my Pipe claims no Repute, 
Com par'd to Scelis or Phi letals Flute. | 
they me, and thus convince the flatt'ring Vogue, 
As Locrfts Tunes excel the croaking Frog. 
2 Thus 
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Thus I deſign'dly; then he ſmibd, and faid, | 8 f 

What Glories, Smichidas, adorn thy Head? | : 

Here, take this Club, this Token of my Love; . 

Tis juſtly thine, thou Care of mighty Jost. vs 

1 hate the Maſen that, to boaſt his Skill, 808 

Would raiſe a Houſe to equal yonder Hill; | * 

And thoſe that rival the Sicilian Swain; ; | ic 

J hate as much, and think their Hopes as vain. Hin 

But come, let's ſing the Song I oy made 5 . 4 

My Goats fed round, and wanton'd as I play 0 | pull 

Zee if you like it; it hath pleas'd the Swains, - oh! 

And ſounds the beſt and neweſt of the Plains. The 

Kind breathing Gales to Mitylenian Shores paid 

Shall waft my Agis, Nymphs ſnall guide his Oars; ni 

Tho? rainy S- th Winds raiſe the angry Tides, | Div; 

Aud rough Orion over the Storm preſides ; 3 E The 

Cu! would he eaſe my Pains, give juſt Returns, Io 

And Love for Love, for him the Goatherd burns. 13 

Let Halcyons ſmooth the Seas, the Storms alla y, mo 

And ikim the Floods before him all the Way: 1 Ec 

The Nymphs lov'd Bird, of all that haunt the Flood, tk : 

Skim o'er the Waves, me dive for ſwimming Food. Ops; 

Let m y dear Agis cut the angry Tide, 1 

And reach his Port, and there fecunel: y ride; PR HS 

For then with Violets, or with Roſes, crown d, FREE! 

P!1 ſport a Glaſs, aud fee his Health go round; 1 

DI toaſt my Beans, to raiſe palPd Appetite, 5 | Als, 

Make me drink on, and lengthen the Delight. He k. 

Whilſt ſtretch'd on Beds, PII ſpend my eafy Hours, FS. 

And roul till I have loſt my ſelf in Flowers: 3 

Then to his Health I a + "ll Aue 7 

And pour dear Agis e into | Grow 

A 7 TOS re. thall pi ipe, the beſt of all the web, nes 

1 And ſkilful Richard's Voice ſhall join with both; „ 

By How Herds-man Daphnis did for Xenea burn, Tits. 

| How trac'd the Woods, complaining of her scon; 5 r 

14 How Groves and Ecchoes to his Groans dert d, That; 
1 And ſmooth Himera murmur'd when he dy'd; | 


+ 
* : 


— 
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For he, as Snow, when Summer heats the Crove 


Of tna, melted by the Flame of Love. 

And how when Force weak Innocence oppreſt, 
The Swain was ſhut alive into a Cheſt; | 
And how the /abYing Bees in ey Plain 
Forſook their Flow?rs, and buzd about the Swain, 
Becauſe the Muſe had AlPd his charming Mouth 


| With Nectar, and preſerv'd the pious. Youth. 


Happy Comatas, happy thou, the bleſt 


| And wonMrous Darling at the Muſes Feaſt; 


Full twelve Months nouriſwd by the lab'ring Bee; 
Oh! had I then been born, and liv'd with thee ; 
Then had I fed thy Flock, and heard thy Pipe, 


| Paid with a Tune, and hung upon thy Lip, 
| Whilſt by a ſhady Tree, or purling Spring, 
| Divine Comatas, thou ſhouldit fit and ſing. I 
| Thus he, then I, dear Swain, whilſt oer rhe Hill. 
I drove the Herds, the Auſe i mprov'd my Skill; 
Sweet Tunes ſhe taught, which Fame has raisd above, 
and bore on high, to pleaſe the Ears of oꝙʒ 
| Bur this is choiceſt, which PIL now produce 
| To pleaſure thee, thou Darling of the Muſe 
| Love ſneez)&on Smichid, for he Myrto loves 
| As much as Goats the Spring, or Swans the Groves; 
| Araties too, his deareſt Friend and Joy; 
His dear Aratus deeply loves the Boy; 
And this ſwWeet Acis knows, the gay, the young; 
| Acis, a Theme for great Abollo's Song. 
| He knows how dear Aratus loves, he knows 
| How great his Flame, and how his Paſhon grows. 
Peu, green Homala's Guardian, move the coy, 
| The ſoft Philinus, and inflame the Boy; 
| Grow) wanton, gay, and laviſh of his Charms, 
| UncalPd for, let him fly into his Arms. 
| Ye ſmiling Loves, fair Venus ſoft Delight, 


Like ruddy Apples, pleaſing to the Sight, 
Leive Byblis Fountain, leave her purling Streams, 
That ſcorch the Fields with her forbidden Flames, 


23 And 


30 The IDYELIUMS 

And ſhoot Philinus, wound his ſtubborn Mind; 

Shoot, for he ſhews no Pity to his Friend; 

Tho? ſoft as Parfly, tender as the Vine, 

And oh! that he wonld claſp his Arms in mine. 

Mean while the Women cry, and ſhake their Heads, 

Ah! ah! Philinwus, ah! thy Beauty fades: 

But dear Aratus let's endure no more, 

Forget our Love, and fly the hated Door; | 

And when the Cock calls forth the Morning Beams, 

Let broken Slumbers, mid with frightful Dreams, 

Diſturb his Thoughts, and, by the neighb'ring Gate, 

Ah! let him hang, and none bewail his Fate: 

Let us mind Reſt, and let's provide a Charm 

To keep us faſe, and free from future Harm. 
Theſe. Songs we ſung, and with a cheerful Smile 

His Crook he gave me, to reward my Skillz 

Take it, he faid, 'tis mean, yet don't refuſe, 

It is a Pledge of Friendſhip from the Miſe. 

This ſaid, we parted; for in vain we preſt, 

We could not force him to the promwd Feaft. 

There Iycop's Son, and all his Friends around, 

With ſweet Amyntas fate with Roſes crown'd. 

We lay, we wanton'd on a flowry Bed, | 

Where fragrant Maſtict, and whereVines were fpread, > 

And round us P:plars raisd their ſhady Head. 

Juſt by a Spring with pleaſing Murmurs flowd, 

In ev'ry Buſh and Thicket of the Wood _ 

Sweet Inſecls ſang, and fighing Turtles co0'd. : 

The lab'ring Bees buz2d round the purling Spring, 

Their Honey gather'd, and forgot their Sting. 

Sweet Summer's choiceſt Fruits, and Autumn's Pride, 


Pears by our Head, and Apples by our Side, 
Lay round in Heaps, and loaden Plumbs did ſtand 


With bending Boughs, to meet the reaching Hand, g 11 1 
To pleaſe us more, he pierc'd a Catk of Wine, Dm fin 
Twas four Years old, and from a noble Vine. D. And 
Caſtalian Nymphe, ye Nymphs that ſtill reſide Mera le. 


= ſteep Tarnaſſus, and command Jus Pride, Did For pi; 
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Did &er old Chiron, did he Ser produce 
For great Aleidas, ſuch rich Bowls of Juice? 
Did Polyphem, the vaſt Sicilian Swain, 


That darted Mountains Oer the frighted Main, 


Drink Wine like this * Did eber ſuch Bowls advance 
His Love- ic Thoughts, and raiſe him to a Dance 2 
As then you gladly mix d to every Gueſt, 

And pourd on Ceres Altars at her Feaſt ? of 


Oh, may ſhe often fill the friutful Plain, 
And may I tread the Reeks, and fix the Fan; 
{ Whilſt joyful the with Smiles juſt Than ks receives, 
And holds in either Hand full GY Sheaves. 


2 " 
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* DYLLIUM VIII. 


——— SHSSISSSS SLRS] Sha 


| Daphnis and Menalcas /ing for a Wager ; a Goatherd is 


Did 


choſen Judge, who determine D Song 10 Ke 
the beſt, . 


[7 T RICHARD HICKES, of the Middle Temple, 


Eſq; 


HE Herds-man Daphnis walking Oer the Plain, 
The gay Menalcas met, a Shepherd Swain 


| Both yellow Locks adorn'd, and bath were young 3 3 
| Foth rarely pip?d, and both divinely ſung ; 
| Then firſt Menalcas raisd his lovely Head, 


And ſpake, and ſmibd on Daphnis as he Gid. 


| M. Come, Herds-man Daphnis, will you pipe with me> 
| I vow, Pm ſare that I can conquer ths 3: .-; 
Pm ſure I can excel thee as I wlll. 


D. And Daphnis thus replyd, You boaſt your ur Skill, 
Mera ſcas; but Pm ſure you can't excel; 


For pi pe until you burſt, I ipe as well. 7511144 
PP y 2-3. Þ * And 
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. And ſhall we try? D. Yes, Swain, I know my Skill; 
M. And will you lay a Wager? D. Yes, I will. . 
M. What will you lay, what equal to our Fame? 
D. Dll ſtake a Calf, you ſtake a full- grown Lamb. 

M. I cannot ſtake a Lamb; for ſſiould I loſe, - 
My-Fathers jealous, and my. Mother croſs; 
Theſe watch, they know how many Lambs 1 keep; FI 


Both count my Lambs at Night, and one my Sheep. 


D. What then? and what ſhall he that conquers, gain? 
M. 1 have a Pipe, tis new, of ſounding Cane, 
Ward at both Ends; and tho? P11 ſtake no Prize 
That 1s my Fathers, yet Dll venture this. 

D. And I have one, white Wax both Ends ſecures, 
Ir founds as well, and is as new as yours; 

For when I made it, as I cleft the Reeds, 

One prichd me, look &en now my Finger bleeds. 
But fince ve venture, ſince ſuch Pipes we lay, 

What Man ſhall judge, and who ſhall hear us play ? 
A. Weill call that Goatherd, look, the Swain is near, 
Our Dog barks at him, he, perhaps, will hear. 

The Shepherds calÞd, the Coaberd ſtreight obey'd,. 
The Goatherd judg'd, and thus the Shepherds play d. 
Menalcas firſt, then Daphnis tuwd his Cane, | 
By Turns they fang, Menalcas firſt began. 

M. Ye Vales, ye Springs that flow. from diſtant Seas, 
If &er the ſweet Menalcas Songs did pleaſe, 
Then feed my Lambs ; if Daphnis drives his Kine 

To graze them here, feed his as well as mine. 

D. Ye Herbs and Flowers, ye Glory of the Vales, 

If Daphnis Songs are ſweet as Nightingales, 

Then feed my Herds ; if thro? the flowiry Mead 
Menalcas drives, then let his Lambs be fed. 

M. There Paſtures flouriſh, there the Dugs ao fill, 

The Lambs are ſuckled, and the Shepherds Ze 
Where my Be) comes; but when he leaves the Place, 
The Shepherd withers Oer the fading Grafe. 


D. There Sheep, there Goats bear Twins, there lalrivg 
Bees 


Do All their Hives, and mere rife prouder Trees, 5 [ 


W ner 


Sweet! 
Tis ſx 
In Sum 
Acorns 


Fat Cal 
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Where Milo treads; but when he leaves the Place, 
The Herds-man withers, and the Herd decays. 
. O! Goat, the white Kid's Huſband, ſtately Oaksz 
©! flat-nosd Kids, make haſte to purling Brooks! 
For there he is, go, let the Boy be ſnowid, 

That Proteus fed his Sea-Calves, tho a God. 
D. Not Felop's Land, not Heaps of Gold raftald 
I wiſh, nor Swiftneſs to outſtrip the Wind; 
But let me ſit and ſing. by vonder Rock, 
Claſp thee, my Dear, and view my feeding, Flock. 
M. Rongh Storms tc Treats Birds th'treacherous Snare, 
Are frightful Evils, Springes to the Hare, 
Soft Virgins Love to Man; oh ! mighty Jove, 
Not I alone, but thou haſt fioop'd to pete 0 
Thus ſang the Youths by Turns, and plene”d the Swai ns 
And thus Menaleas the laſt Part began. 
M. Wolf, ſpare my Lambs, and let them faſely biet, 
For J am little, and my Fold is great. 
| How, White-foot, how ſo ſoon, ſo faſt aſleep? 
is this your Gaze, do you thus watch wy thay? 
I Faith, yon ſhall not fleep, when one ſo young 
As Lam, Shepherd, and engag'd in Song; 
| Bat feed, dear Flock, and crop the flowry Plain. 
| Feed, never fear, the Graſs will grow again ; 
as) . Fill well your Dugs, that when Night ſpreads her Veil, 
The ooo? may ſuck, and I may fill my Pail. 
And next fair Daphnis fang ——— 
D. And as 1 drove my Herd, a lovely Maid 
| Stood peeping from a Cave; ſhe ſmiPd, and aid, 
Daphnis is lovely, ah ! 2 lovely Youth-; 
| What Smiles, what Graces fit upon his Mouth ! 
I made no ſharp Returns, but hung my lead, | 
| And went my Way, yet pleasd with what ſhe 1. 
ö Winds ſweetly murmur, the Steer ſweetly lows, | 
Ce, Sweet is The Heifer's Voice, and fweer the-Cow's. 
is ſweet to lye in Shades, by purling Streams, 
In Summer's Heat, diſſolvd in eaſy Dreams. 
Acorns the Oaks, and Grafs commends the Plain; 
oy Calves do grace the Cows, and Cows the wei * 
Thus 
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Thus fang the Toriths, and thus the Goarherd ſald, 
PF ß i 

Stweet is thy Voice, and ſweet the Tunes you play'd, 
Fair Daphnis, thro) my Ears thy Songs have paſt, 
Sweet to the Mind, as Honey to the Taſte 3 __ 
And if yowll teach me, if inſtruct the Swain, 
That Goat is thine, it ſhall reward thy Pain. 
See how her Udder ſwells, it neber will fail, 
And ev'ry Night it fills my largeſt Pail. 
The Boy rejoycd, he leap'd with youthful Heat, 
As ſucking Colts leap when they ſwig the Teat : 
The other griev'd, he hung his baſhful Head, 
As marry'd Virgins when firſt laid in Bed. 

Thus Daphnis 111d the Glory of the Plains, 
Was thought the beſt, and lovd by all, the Swaine; 
And ro compleat the Happineſs of Life. 
The lovely Nais bleſod him in à Wife. pits 


2 5 8 8 8 , Sc 8 8d 
IDVLLIUM IX. 
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A Shepherd invites Daphnis and Menalcas to „ing; the) 
_ pleaſure him, and he rewards them bn 


To my Chum THOMAS LYDGOULD, NM. A. of War 
C ham- College. | . 
Ing, Daphnis, ſing, f begin the rural Lay; | 
1.) Begin, ſweet Daphnis 5 next, Menaleas, play; 
Mix Calves and Hei fers; join the Bulls and Cows, 


And let them feed, and wanton'in the Bonglsz | 


Whilſt you begin, begin the rural Strain, 
And next Menalcas ſing, and chear the Swain. 
D. Sweet is the Heifer's Sound, and ſweet the Kine, 


S8 weet is the Pipes, the Swaiws, and ſweet is mine. 


Shall. 
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By purling Streams I have a ſhady Bed, 
And ober white Heifers Skins are neatly ſpread 3 
vi | Ah, careleſs Herd'! they from a -Mowitains ide a; 
1, Xn "<ruel Storm! were blown, they fell, they ya, 
| And there L value, Summers burning Heats: he 
No more than Lovers do their Father's Threats; 
| Their Mother's kind Complaints, or Friend's Advice, 
| This Daphnis ſang, and next Menalcas this. Y 
M. Me Atna bred, to me ſhe kindly gave, e 
Midſt hollow Rocks, a large and ſpady Cave; 
I live by pleaſant Brooks, and purling Streams, | 
And have as much as eber you ſaw in Dreams. 
By mea thouſand Goats, and Flocks are fed; 
and Wooll lies round my Feet, and round my Head: 
Soft Chitterlings afford me pleaſing Food, | 
; And when the Winter comes, Pm ſtord with Wood; 
50 that I value Cold no more, not I, 
| Than toothleſs Men do Nuts, when Pylſe is by. 
I Clapt them both, to both Rewards I threw, 
% A Club that in my Father's Meadoxy grew, + 
585 | To Daphnis, rude as from the Woods it fell, 
And yet ſcarce Art could ſhape a Thing ſo "well. 
| 1 hen next Menalcas did a Shell receive, 
The Fleſh divided, was enough for five, 
| Caught i in th hetign Flood; he took the Shell, 
9s WW And GniPd as plead, and libd the Preſent well. 
Hul, rural Muſes, hail, produce the Strains 
, tle) BY hich once I fang, and pleas'd the liſt'ning Swains ; 
| | V1] boldly ſuig, nor midſt my wonMrous Song, 
| 2 Bliſters riſe, and gall my boaſting Tongue. 
The Hawks to Hawks are Friends, to Ewes the Ewes, 
ro Larks the Larks are Friends, to me the Muſe; 
| ON! may I hear them ſtill! the Weary ſlee p, 
The Spring the Plough-man, ſhady Plains the sheep, 
smooth Streams, and riſing Flow?rs the labouring . 
Delight not half ſo much, as Muſes me; 
G1 whom they look and ſmile, ſecure they prove 
Fanvd Circe's Cup, nor Fear the Force of Love. * 
IDYLLIUM 
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Battus not Reaping as fal as he was want; Milo ast bin 
the Reaſon ; Fattus confeſſeth it was gy". — ſing 
4 * in Nie of bis ee | 


T my Chum Mr. Kc 0D Y, if altam-Ctge 


M1 L 0. 

| A* labouring Reaper, Wretch ! whatails thee now! 

Thou cawſt not reap as thou wer't wont to do; 
Nor yet ſo faſt ; look, he hath raisd a Cock; 
Lou lag, as Sheep when prichd behind the Flock. 
What wilt thou do, poor Wretch, before tis Noon ? 
What wilt thou do vir ſhady Night comes on, 
Since, er one Land is cut, you fail fo ſoon ? 
E. Ah, Milo ! thou cawfſt hold out all the Day, 
But Pm grown weak, ah, Piece of flinty Clay ! 
Didſt thou neer wiſh for One that was away? 
M, Not I, for what have I that work for Food, 
To do with Love? He is an idle God. 
Forget thy lazy Thoughts, ſoft Cares remove. | 
B. Then, Milo, did you never wake for Love? Increaf 


24, And may it never, never break my Sleep, Ye Rea 
For Dogs, once blooded, always run at Sheep, | * las 
B. But I have low theſe ten long Days, or more. 55 to tl 
M. A wealthy Man, enjoy thy fancy'd Store, o t! 
T am, and am contented to be poor. 4 5 Clov 
B. Hence tis that Pm Oer · xun with lazy Eaſe, er then 


My Fields neglected, and my Ploughs diſpleaſe. 


M. But 


Y” 
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M. But who thus wounds thee? B. Moll, t he briſk,the gay, 

She ſung our Song, and was our Queen of May). 

M. Faith, rightly ſerv'd, perſue thy vain Delight, 
How that old Fly ſhall clſp p thee all the Night! 

. You flout ; not only Pluto's Eyes are loſt, - 

But vexing Love's; - forbear, rude Swain, to boaſt.” 

M. I do not boaſt, but lay thy Handful down, 

Throw by thy Hook, unbend thy gather'd Frown, 

And ſing (for you could ſing) thy flender Fair, 

"Tra eaſe thy Labour, and divert thy Care. 

m__ 

With me, ſweet Muſe, the ſlender Maid rehearſe ; : 

For all looks fair that you adorn with Verſe, _ 
Bombyce charming, Sun-burnt, gaſtly thin 

| You ſeem to many Eyes, but brown to mine. 

The Jetted Daffadil, and Vilet's brown; 

Yet thoſe are chiefeſt Graces of a Crown. 

| The Goats their Thyme, the Wolves the Goats perſue, 

The Crane the Plough, and T am mad for you. 

Oh, had I Cræſus Store, then both ſhould ſhine, 

| Two. golden Statues fix?d in Venus Shrine! | 

| Thy Hand ſhould grace an Apple, Harp, or Roſe, 


5 And me a dancing Garb, and gawdy Shoes. 
nt bimbyce charming; oh, woulMft thou be kind! 
| How ſweer thy Voice ! but who can tell thy Mind? 
| MILO. 
; Hah! we neder knew the Value of the Swain, 


How well he meaſures, how he tunes his Strain! 

Hah! no more Senſe, and yet thy Beard ſo long! 

gut ſtay, and hear the ſweet Lyterſ@s Song. 

O, fruitful Ceres, bleſs this thriving Crop, 

Increaſe, and make it larger than our Hope = 

Je Rea pers, bind the Sheaves, leſt ſome ſhould ſay, 

Ah, lazy Drones, they don't deſerve their Pay; 

Or to the North your Cocks, ye Reapers, rear; 

Or to the South, thoſe Winds increaſe the Ear. 

Ye Clowns that winnow, never ſleep at Noon 

For then the Chaff is looſe, and quickly gone. 
| D | Reaper 


: 


38 Tbe IDYLLIU NS. 


Rea pers ſhould riſe with Larks, and ſleep when they 
To, Rooſt retire, but bear the Heat all Day. 


Frogs Lives, my Boys, are bleſsd; for mid ſt their oo I 


They never want, their Cup is always full. 


Boil, Steward, boil them whole, ſuch Pinchings mean, | 


Yowll cut your Hand whilſt you divide a Bean. 

Such Songs ſhould Rea pers ſing, that toil and ſweat, 
That work at Noon, and bear the burning Heat; | 
But ſtarving Love ſhould never vex thy Head, 
Such Tales will bring thee to a Bit of Bread, \ 
Tales for thy Mother, as _ _ a Ped. 
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IDYLLIUM XL 
SAALERE dere: Set Serge Seger Sg 


He writes to a Phyſician, and tells him, that the Muſes 
are the only Remedy for Love, which he proves by the 
Example of Polyphemus. 


To Dr. PITT of Wadham-College. 


N. vain, Learmd Sir, in vain is all your Art, 
There is no Phy/zc&k for a wounded Heart; 
No Herb can eaſe, no Salve the Pain remove, 
There is no Cure for the Diſeaſe of Love, 
Beſide the Muſes; thoſe are ſoft, and ſweet, 
And pleaſing Med'cines, but are hard to get. 
This, Sir, you know, whoſe Skill is next divine 
In Phy/ick ; you, the Darling of the Nine. 
Thus Polyphem found Eaſe, the Gay, the Young, 
He curd his raging Paſſion by a Song; 
No mean Degree of Love his Breaſt did fire, 
He was all Fury, Rage, and wild Deſire; 
This ſuigle Paſſion did his Mind controul, 
And was the only Buſineſs of his Soul: 


Oft 


And 
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Oft did his Sheep, his former chief Delight, 
From Paſtures fed, return alone at Night; 
Whilſt on the ſedgy Shore the Cyclops lay, 
And ſinging Galatea pid away, 
From Morn mill Night; for Venus powerſul Dart 
Had galbd his Liver, and had piero'd his Heart, 
And yet he found a Cure; on Rocks he ſtood, 
And thus he ſang, as he ſurvey*d the Flood. ä 

Fair Maid, and why doſt thou thy Love deſpiſe ? 
More white than Curds, and pleaſing to my Eyes; 
More ſoft than Lambs, more wanton than a Steer; 
But to the Senſe, like Graves unri pe, ſevere. 
You come, when pleaſing Sleep hath ſeaPd my Eye; 
When pleaſing Sleep unſeals, you quickly fly: 
| You fly with eager Haſte, as fearful Lambs 

From ravining Wolves run bleating to their Dame. 


82. I lov\d thee, i Nymphy] I lowd eber ſince you came 
| Jo pluck our Flowers; from thence I dare my Flame. 
iſe WW My Eye did then my feeble Heart betray, : 
the I know the Minute of the fatal Day 
| My Mother led yon, and I ſhewd the Way; 3 


Then when I lood, and ever ſince I burn, 
I muſt love on, deſpairing a Return. 
The Cauſe of all thy Hate, dear Nymph, I know. - 
One large wide Gap ſpreads croſs my hairy Brow” 83 
From Ear to Ear, one Eye Goth ſmgly Srace, 
My Noſe is flat, and even to m y Face. 
Let I, that ugly I, whom you refuſe, 
Feed thouſand Goats, and milk ten thonſand Ewes ; 
Tizeſe give me Drink and Cheeſes all the Year ; 0 
See round my Cave my loaden Shelves appear, } 
And bend beneath the weighty Heaps they beat. 
Beſides, I live the Joy of all the Plain, | 
No Cyclops can pretend ſo ſweet a Strain: 
Thee, thee, dear Nymph, with thee my ſelf I ſing - 
Till Midnight's paſt, and Morning ſpreads her Wing. 
Ten Cubs, I ſorod them from an angry Bear, 
Oft Ten Dors 1 keep, and all to pleaſe my Dear. 
7 D. Ann 4 Come 
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Come, live with me, and Tfincerely vo _ I 

That your Condition ſhan't be worſe than now. ES pl 

Forſake the Ocean, leave tlie angry Sea, : 

Tis better ſleeping in my Cave with me; 

There Lawrels grow, and there black Ivy twines, 

And bluſhing Cluſters load the bended Vines: Is a 

There are cold Streams, which from the melting Snow 

Hot tna ſends, a Drink divine, below: - 

There all Things are by Nature form'd' to pleaſe, * Go 

And wao to this would eber prefer the Seas? 
But grant that Pm deforrvd, unſeemly, rough, 

yet lam rich, and I have Wood enough; 

A conſtant blazing Flame ſtill heats my Cave, Con 


* Tho? by this Eye, the deareſt Thing TI have, Anc 
I want no outward Heat, the fierce Deſire For 
That burns my Breaſt, is a ſuffictent Fire. And 
Ah me! unhappy me! how Fate prevails ! '- Sure 
Oh me! had 1 been born with Fins and Scales, | And 
That I might dive to you, cut thro? the Deep, N 
And kiſs your Hand, if you refuſe your Lip; His s 
Then would 1 Lillies white, and Roſes bring, 27 
n 


And all the gawdy Glories of the Spring, 

With Poppies bluſhing Leaves, tho? thefe do grow 

In Summers Heat, and thoſe in Froſt and Snow. 
Well, well, Pl learn to ſwim, next nimble Oars 

That ſer a Sea-man on our fruitful Shores, IE 

Shall teach me how to dive, that I may know 

What Pleaſure tis you take in Waves below. 

Come forth, fair Nymph, cone forthʒand leave the Main, 

And (as I now) n&er mind thy Home again; 

But feed the Flocks with me, or milk the Sheep, 

Or run the Cheeſe, and never mind the Deep. 

My Mother's croſs, her juſt Com plaints perſue, 

For ſhe n&er ſpoke in my Behalf to uhu, 

Altho) ſhe knew my Grief, ſaw ev'ry Day 

How much I waſted, how I piwd away. 
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vl tell, to fright her, that my Head, my Thigh, 
Are pain: that ſhe might grieve as well as J. 

O,! Cyclops, Cyclops, are thy Senſes flown ! 
Is all thy former Wit and Virtue gone? 
Go, wreath thy Baſkets, cut the tender Boughs 
To feed the Lambs, and milk the burdewd Cows : - _ 


| Go mind thy Hirveſt-work, for that will prove, 


Thy Wiſdom greater, than this whining Love. 
Take thoſe that offer, and the Proud deſpiſe, 
The willing love, and ſcorn the Maid that flies. 


| Come, leave this Fooling, leave this dull Deſpair, 


Another Virgin thou ſhalt find as fair; 


| For many Maids invite me ſtill to play, 
And titter all, as pleas'd, when I obey. 


Sure Jam ſomewhat, they my Worth can ſee, . 


And I my ſelf will now grow proud of me. 


Thus Polyphemus curd his ſtrong Diſeaſe, . 


| His Songs tam'd Love, and gave more certain Eaſe, -. 
| Than if he had implord the Doctor's Skill, 


And with juſt Fees bought your wunerring Bill. 
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* Welcome to a Friend, 
| To Mr. EDWaKkÞ EATON. 


"OU Sabie 7 th, 0 w three long Days are gone; 
You come; but Lovers do grow old in one, 
As much as Spring excels the Froſt and Snow, « 
As much as Plumbs are ſweeter than a Sloe, 
\s much as Ewes are thicker fleec'd than Lambs, 
e much as Maids excel thrice marry'd Dames, 
: — D:3 „ 
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Let ſome deſcend, and tell my Shade below, 
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As much AS Colts are nimbler than a Steer, 


As much as Thruſhes pleaſe the Iiſt'ning Ear - A1 
More than the meaner Songſters of the Air; Th 
So much thy Preſence cheers; behold, I run An 
As Trav'l lers to the Shade at 9 Noon: E 
Oh ! may an equal Flame our Hearts engage, 105 „ 
And let us live in Songs thro) future _ ec 


Two Youths were once with mutual Bands confin'l 
The one was generous, and the other kind: | 
Their Love was equal; thoſe were golden Men, 
When he that was belovd, did love again : 
Grant, ye immortal Pow'rs,. grant, m mighty Fove, 
Grant this once more, increaſe theſe Bands of Love. 
When future Ages ſhall in Order flow, 


Thy Love, thy Lover's Kindneſs, Faith, and Truth, 
Are prais'd by all, but chiefly by the Youth - : 

But this J leave to Heaven's indulgent Care; 

For Heav'n can grant, or can reject my Prayer; 
Vet thee V1I ſing; thee ſweet, nor ' midſt my Song 
Shall tell-tale Blifters riſe, and gall my Tongue : 
The little Pains you rais'd, were kindly on, | 
Your healing Love did all the Smart prevent, 

And I departed fraught with good Content. 

Brave Megarenſians, fam'd for nimble Oars, 
May Peace flow in, and Plenty crown your Shores; 
No leſs the celebrated Honours claim, 

Which you beſtow on Diocles's Name, | 
For Love and Friendſhip long renowmd in Fame. 
At his known Tomb, each Vear the Boys contend 
Which kiſſes ſofteſt, which beſt loves his Friend 
And he that kiſſes ſweeteſt, wins the Praiſe, 

And runs to his glad Mother crowwd with Bays 
Happy the Man that muſt beſtow the Prize 

Thrice happy he that judges of the Kiſs! 

Fair Ganymed, that makes the Thund'rer Low, 


Whoſe Smiles can calm, and ſmooth his an gry Brow, Wh 
f 7 
Allay his Fury, and his Rage command, That. 
18 


And ſtop his Lightning in his lifted Hand; I” 
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Had ſuch a Lip, (or Fame hath often ly'd, 

And Fame errs ſeldom on the better Side) | 
That like a Touch-ſtone try?d the proffer'd Joy, | 
And could e true Gold from baſe a 44 PE 


——— 
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He writes to is Friend, 4 2 ian; and tells him that 
Love. conquers. the great Heroes; which be Proves 
From the Story of Hercules and Hynes : 


To Mr. WILLIAM. GOULD, N. B. of Wadham- 
Co] lege. 


Ove, Love, dear Friend, what ger we thin 5 tis bene, 
Was not deſign'd for only ſuch as you; 
Nor do the Charms of Beauty ſtrike alone 
Us Mortals, Teen to Day, to Morrow gone; 


gut Hercules, that Son of mighty Fove, - 


That bore the Lions Fury, ftoop'd to Love; 

Tho? rough his Mind appear'd, tho? ſteebd to Joy, 

He Hy las claf pd, and lov'd the charming Boy. 

He taught him as a Father would a Son, 

And ſtill to v irtuous Ackions e 2 

They never parted, nor at Noon, nor Night, 

Norwhen theMorws whiteHorſedraws forth theLigh t. 

Nor when the callow Birds lye down ro Reſt, : 

And careful old Ones flutter o'er the Neſt ; | 7 

That ſtill inſtructing as he once began, 

He might be formid into a worthy Man. 

But when ſtout Faſon, with the Youths of Greece, 

To Colchss ſaiPd, their Prize the Golden Fleece: 

When he had gather-d all the Sons of Fame , 

That could aſliſt, che great Alcides came | Y 
E 3 To 
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Young Has too, the Ship ſcarce felt his Weiglt? 
She, fwift as Eagles, plyd her nimble Oars, HO. 
And ſafely ca pd the rough Oyanean Shores, 
Which ug9d to meet, and ſtave the Ships that paſs9d, 
But now are fivd on firm Foundations plaed. 
hen Summer came, and when the tender Lambs 
Began to feed on Graſs, and leave their Dams, 
The noble Heroes, bleſsd with Southern Gales, 
Thro? Helleſpont did Tpread their Iwelling Sails; 
Thro?.the Propontis they did ſwiftly row, 
Where ftout Cyanean Oxen wear the Plongh 5 
And landing there, as ſhady Night came on, 
And call'd to eat, they fare in Order down; ._ 
Soft Turfs were raisd, and each poſſeſsd his Place, 
The Plain was large, and gave them Beds of Grafs. 
The charming Hylas, quick as the Command, 
A brazen Veſſel grac'd his lovely Hand, 
Ran Ober the Field to ſee what Springs afford, 1 
And fetch ſome Fountain Water for his Lord; 
His Lord, and Telamon, his conſtant Gueſt, 
One Table always joimd them at the Feaſt. > 
Juſt by, a muwrmring Spring crept or the Ground, 
The Banks with Vervine, and with Parſly crowd; 
Within, the Nymphs, the Ladies of the Plaius, 
Thewatchſul Nymphs,that dance and fright the Swains: 
Eunica, Malis, and their chiefeſt Grace 
Nicæa, Spring {till opens in her Face. 
This Hylas ſaw, his Cup let gently down, 
Well pleagd that he could ſerve his Lord ſo ſoon, 
But ſtreight the Nympbs (for Love had div'd below, 
Their tender Hearts did ' mid'ſt the Water glow, 
The Boys fair Eyes had darted warm Deſire, 
And thro the Waves had raigd a fatal Fire) 
Seiz)d on his Hand, he fell, as ford from Clouds 
A falling Star ſhoots down to under Floods. 
Mean while the Boat-Swain cries, Mates f pread the Sails, 
The Wind's at Stern, and we have proſp'rous Gales. 
FCC 
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The Nymphs danod Hylla, Kiſſes dry'd his Tears, 
And Comforts were apply'd tg eaſe his * + 2 2 
But veyd Alcides, Care with Anger ſtro ve, 
And tore his Breaſt, reſold to find his Love; 
His left Hand grachd a Bow of fatal ew, 
Death wing'd and pointed eviry Dart that now's 7 
His right a knotty. Club did well command, 
That conſtant Grace and Terror of his Hand. 
Thrice did he Hylas call, and thrice e 


"oy 


Thrice Hylas heard the Voice, and thrice return'd.; 
But ſmall the Sound, which thro the Waves did riſe, 


Tho? near, he aiſtant ſeem'd, ſo weak the Cries, 
As ſhaggy Lyons, fierce by Hunger grown, 


That hear a Kid or Lambkin bleat alone, 


Start from their Den, and laſh their angry Breaſt, 
And fiercely run to take their eaſy Feaſt; 500 152 


* 


So lie thro? thorny Paths did wildly ro ves, F 
As mad and furious for his periſWd;Love. .. . . ; 


Mein while, the Ship was rigg'd, the Winds were EY 


| And Sails were ſpread, hut no Alcides near; 


He far remov'd, did rove thro? Paths untrod, 

For Love had galpd his Breaſt, a cruel Gd. 

Hence Hylas grew a God, and grac'd a Shrine, 

His Love and Beauty Wadde him half divine. 
Mean while, the Hero's, fir'd with, martial Nn 7 
Alcides blam'd, as fearful to engage; 5 
It argwd nbtthis Love, but prov'd his „ 
To leave the Sas. and ſo 15 the War; 
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Eſchines being ſcorn by Cuniſca, . who had à greatr Wt for h 
Kindneſs for one Woolf, reſolves to turn Soldier. n And & 
Friend Thynicus adviſes him to ſerve King Ptolomy, T let it 


| When 

To. his Friend and Hitor, Mr. BAL CH of Wadhan. One £ 
. . Pr ſte 
3j Ou | And 1 

E. 8 Ood Morrow, Thyni cus. T. The like to you. She w. 
E. But why ſo late? T. So late? What ails thee now! And v 

E. All is not well. T. I ſee't, you look fo thin, hen 
Your Face not waſd, your Beard ſpread Oer your Chin, led at 
Your Eye-brows thick. Laſt Night I chanc'd to view Che ro 
A poor Fythagoriſt; he loo d like you, Have) 
Pale, bare- foot, an Athenian, as he ſaid; Auſt 1 
But, Faith, he look'd as if on Meal he fed. Go to „ 
E. You joke; but fair Cuniſca ſcorns my Love, As RI 
Andas her Hatred, fo my Flames improve; To cat 
And tho), perhaps, I fs Fich Heats betray'd, Catch 
Yet Pm within an Inch of ſtaring mad. $ quic 
T. You ſtill were paſſionate, you ſtill perſue $0 001 
What your perverſe Defire hath once in View; I ſcarce 
But prit hee tell nie what diſturbs anew ? Now tr 
E. Tom, Will, and Dick, and I, a jovial Crew, And 01 


Not minding Fate that did too cloſe perſue, Yet ſti! 
Drank at my Houſe, the Glaſs went briſkly round, Have J 
Our Hearts were merry, and each Head was crowind. But the 
I made them welcome, got the beſt I cowd, For hin 
A ſucking pig, two Chickens, Country Food; 
And, tho! I ſay't my ſelf, my Hine was good: 
Twas four Years old, yet mild, I vow 'tis true, * 
With Burrage mix'd, it drank as well as new, 5 
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. At laſt- we voted each ſhould crown a Glaſs _ 
1 What Health he pleagd, but name whoſe Health PREY 
= We drank and nalloo'd, ſhe mute all the while, 
+ WM And Gallen fare, without 0 EIS, or Smile; 
22 How was I Vewd to find a W nge ſo oon? 
hat Mute: O what, have gore 72 4 * Wool ſays. one ?. 
At that, ſhe Auſtva, her gyllty. Colour roſe, . ..= 
That you might light a Candle at her Noſe, 
oof. There's Woolf, therels Woolf, my Neighbour 28 Son, 
Tall, fender, and the Beauty of the Town; 
| For him ſhe burns, and ſighs, and ſighs again 
And this I heard; but loth ta find my Pain, 
let it lye, and grew:a. Man i im vag 1 
When we Were heated well, and fluſſod wich 3 
One ſang ® Song of Woolf, à cursd Deſign, ;: & 
For ſteight Cuniſca wept at the Surprize, 
And ſoon betray'd her Paſlion at her Eyes; 
. she wept as wanton Girls that leave their Pap, 
now! And would be dandled on their Mother's Lap; 
n, rhen I, you know me, vewd at this Diſdain, 
Chin, led at her, ſtruck, and Wore, and kichd again. 
view She roſe; 0b, Miſchjef ! can I pleaſe no more 
Have on another Sweet-heart ? Qut you Whore; 
Auſe yon do this now to confirm my Fears? 
Go to him, toy, and court him with your Tears; | 
As fwift as Swallows {ſweeping ober the Plain 5 | 


To catch their Young a Fly, with nimble Pain, 
catch one, then feed, and ſtreight return again; 
$ quick ſhe left her Seat, ſo f\vife her Haſte, * 


50 ſoon ſhe thro? the Hall and Parlour paſt, 

1 ſcarce could ſee her move, ſhe went ſo falt,. . 
Now twenty Days, and ten, and nine, and eight, 
And one, and two are paſt, two Months compleat 3 
Yet ſtill we differ; nor in all this Space 

Have I ſhav'd once, regardleſs of my Face. 

Bur the is Hofs, and Woolf s her chief Delight; 
For him ſhe will unlock the Gate at Night: 


* \ 1 
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: * Alluding to the common Sa) ing. 
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But I am ſcorn'd, I camt be loo upon, 

Shel ſcarce vouchſafe the Favour of a Frown ; | 

And yet, dear Friend, could I but break the Chainz 8 

And hate her once, all would be Well Again; 
But as the Proverb ſays, The heedleſs Mouſe - _ 

Hath' bitten Pitch, and how ſhall he get looſe 2, 

What Phyſick Gin theſe vexing Pains remove ! T” 

I know no Cure for the Diſeaſe of Love. 
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| Yet Dick, my Friend, that equal Pains enduyd 1 
. For Betty, travelÞd, and was quickly cur'd ; * 
+ And, Faith, PII travel too, I ſcorn to boaſt . : 

1 My Courage, yet I think Pm ſtout as moſt. 1 Two 
| 7. I wiſh thou hacſt enjoy"d thy juſt Deſir ire, 4 oy 

i And gaiwd thy Love; but if thou wilt retire, 5 T 

7 Serve Ptolomy, for hell reward thy Pain; fo 

1 Believ't, he loves a ſtoitt and honeſt Man. 1 Po 

| E. What other Virtues? T. Oh! the greateſt Mind, | 

4 The ſweeteſt Temper, generous, and kind! The 

. He marks his Friend, but more he marks his Foe, 

1 His Hand is always open to beſto w. 

b Petition modeſtly, he grants the Thing, I To 7 

| And freely gives, as it becomes a King; 

} And therefore, Lover, if you bravely dare Gr 

b To tie your Snapſack on, and go to War; 8 

F If thou cant keep thy Poſt, and ſtand thy Gund: p * 

4 Anfl throw back on thy Foe the coming Wound, A Ch 

[ Ts Ex ypt haſte, make haſte, eber Youth decays, 64 
ha Firſt from our Temples Age begins her Race, 80 oll 
15 Thence whit'ni ing Time creeps ſoftly Oer the Face. Coact 
Ws. Goon whillt Youth is green, and Strength does laſt; Baſile 
13 For When old Age draws nigh, the Tae 15 Paſt. p. ve 
4 And e 
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IDYLLIUM XV. 


. 


my | Two tatling Goſli ps go to ſee the Pomp at Adonis“ Feaſt, 
1  prepar'd by Arſinoe Ptolomy, Philadelphus's Queen 
The Humonrs of the Women he hits exactly; intermixes 


ſome Praiſes of the King, and deſcribes the Glory of the 
Pomp, to gratify the Queen. 5 | 


| The Perſons are Gorgo, Eunoe, Praxinoe, Nurſe, Stran- 
ger, and Mother. 


Jo Mr, RICE WILLIAMS, of Wadham-College, 


6. OWeet-heart, is my Praxinoe at Home? | 
1 ODE. she is, dear Gorgo; but how late you come? 
nd, P. I ſcarce expected you, and fate alone : 
| A Chair and Cuſhion, E. Ready. P. Pray ſit down. 
6. Ah me! I ſcarce could get alive along, | 
| so cloſe the People preſs, ſo great the Throng; 
e. Coaches thro? ev*ry Street, and Liveries ſhine, 
ail ; Beſide, your Dwelling is ſo far from mine. 
P. Yes, my croſs Sot muſt leave his former Seat, 
And chuſe upon the World's Edge this Retreat, | 
More like a filthy Cave, than like a Houle ; = 
And this he does, kind Heart, to ſep'rate us, : 
My conſtant Plague, and my continual Croſs. 
EY 6. Soft Words, pray, Madam, ſoft, ſee here's your Son, 
Look how he eyes you, and begins to frown. 
UM F. Cheer up, my Child, I did not mean thy Dad. 
| N. He underſtands her, he's a pretty Lad. 


P He 
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He went laſt Night (old Faults are all forgot) Y 
To buy ſome Soap, and what d' ye think he bought? 
Bay Salt, long: ſided Fool, dull Booby, Sor. 
E. Ak me! and mine's as bad, a ſquandtring Foot, - 
Laſt Market-day he went to chea pen Wooll, 

And there-five- Fleeses for five Crowns he bought, 
All coath'd Sheep's Wooll, mere Dirt, not worth a Groat, 
But take your Hood and Scarf, and pray let's go; 
Let's haſte to: Court; for there's. a gawdy Show, 
Adbnis Feaſt, and, as I lately heard, 

Our Royal Queen hath glorious Sights prepar d. 
Great Folks have all Things fine; but pray now tell 
What you, for I faw nonghr, or nought ſo well. 

G. Another Day; but now the Minute calls, 

We that have nonght to do, have Time for Tales. 
P. Maid, Water quickly; Faith, III break your Head, 
Go ſet it down. Theſe Cats ſo love a Bed, 

rive them away, they'll ſpoil my Cloth of State; 
But firſt the Water, there's moſt need of that. 

See how ſhe ſpeeds ! come pour; but why ſo ſoon? 
A little more; what makes you wet my Gown * 
Well, now I'm fairly waſt*d, the Gods be bleſs d; 
But bring me ſtreight the: Keꝝ of my great Cheſt, 

G. This Mantarz fits extreamly well, I vow; 

What Price the Stuff? Pray, Madam, let me know? 
P. It colt me twenty Shillings half a Crown; 

»Twas dear, beſide the Wark was all my own. 

GE. *Tisrare, P.Your Servant, Madam, lwing my Hood 
And Scarf, and dreſs me in the neweſt Mode. 
Dear Chuck, you. muſt not go, my dear Delight, 
For there axe Bugbears, and the Holes bite. 
| Nay, you may cry, Peace, Peace, dean Mocher's Child; 
Nay, cry, but, Chuck, I: muſt not have you kili d. 
Here, Betty, take the Boy, and ſtayat Home; 
Call Pretty in; and wait here till I come. 

O, Jemminy. ! dear Gorge! here sa Thong! 
1 wonder how we two ſhall get along!  _ 
creat Ptolemy, beſide a thouſand. Things 

In which thou haſt excell'd the former King; 
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How many > gi have thy Care beſtow'd, 

Since Lagus dy d, and rofe into a God? 

None now, as heretofore, infeſt the Street, 
Pick-pockets crond, and joftle all they mect. 

What ſhall we do? 'Yon fee we firive in vain 5 


| Ah, Dear ! I wiſh I was at Home again. 


The King's great Horſe is come, ſtand farther, Friend, 
Don't tread upon me, ſee he rears an End z | 

Look how he bounds ! oh! whither mall we run? 
Alas, poor Soul! he'Il throw his Rider down. 

Well, I am glad I did not bring my Son. 


| G. Cheer up, Praxinoe, come, the Danger's paſt, 
| And they are gone before, let's mend our Haſte. 


P. Well, now 'T m coming to my ſelf again, 


| A Horſe, and a cold Serpent's winding Train 

| I always hated ; fye, we move top flow ; 

| Look there behind, what Tides of People flow! 

| G. Mother, ist you within? M. Yes, Child, tis I. 
S6. Can we get in pray, Mother? M. Daughter, try; 
For he that never tries, can ne ex enjoy: 

The Greeks by trying, Daughter, conquer'd Troy. 
P. She leaves us with a Riddle; what ſhe means, 

| God knows ! but ſure ſhe hath ſome hidden Senſe. 

| Women know all below, and all above, We 

| Een how Queen Juno was betroth'd to Jove. 

| Bur look Pra xinoe, how the People wait! 

| How great a Throng attends the crowded Gate! 

P. Avaſt one, Gorgo ! come, tis beſt to join 
Hands round; here, Gorgo, clap your Hand in mine. 
Take Entick Eunce, that we may not loſe 

| Each other; come, thruſt all, and {till keep cloſe. 

| Ah me! my Veil is rent; pray, why 1 prefs 

| My Gown ? Good Sir, may Heav' n con 

And you be happy) Sir, as you forbear. 


pire to bleſs, 


S. 1 cannot; yet Tl take the greateſt Care. 


P. The Crowd increaſes, and they thruſt like Swine... 


S. Come, chear up, Madam, we are all got in. 

F. Well, may the bounteous Gods reward thy Pain 

For helpin g us, thou art an honeſt Man, 
E 2 Poor 
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Poor Ernoe's joitled ſill, ſhe'll loſe her Hood; 
Thruſt, Etenoe, ſtoutly thruſt, and break the Crowd, 
We are all in, as one (a Story) ſaid, | 8 
When he had got his Miſtreſs faſt in Bed. i 
6. Pra xinoe, look what Hangings grace the Roms! 
How fine, how rich, ſure wrought in heav'nly Looms! 
Oh ſtrange! what Hands could theſe fine Things defign? 
What Mortal Pencil draw fo ſweet a Line? 
How real they appear? They ſeem-to move, 
They are alive, I'm ſure they can't be wove. _ 
Man's 4 wife Thing; but ſee on yonder Bed 
Adonis lies, Down o'er his Cheeks is ſpread, 
Lovely Alonis, lov'd amongſt the Dead. 
S. H.ff, hiſt, your tatling filly Talk forbear, 
Like Turtles you have Mouths from Ear to Ear. 
G. And who are you? Pray, what have you to ſay 
If we will talk? Seek thoſe that will obey. 
Would: you the S raciſſan Women rule? 
Beſides, ro tell you more, you medling Fool, 
We are Corinthians, that's no great Diſgrace, 
Bell erophon himſelf did boaſt that Race. 
e ſpeak our Language, uſe the Dorick Tone, 
And, Sir, the Dores, ſure, may uſe their own, 
P. Our Huſbands are enough, let none pretend 
To rule beſide; you are a ſawcy Friend, 
I'm ne'er beholding t' ye, and there's an end, 
G. Peace, Peace, Praxinoe, ſtraight in charming Lays 
A Maid ſhall ſing the dead Adonis Praiſe, 
More ſoft than Sperchis in a mournful Song; 
Hark! ſhe prepares her Voice, it won't belong, 
Great Goddeſs, Joy of the Idalian Grove, 
To whom high Eryx bows, fair Queen of Love, 
How charming was thy ſweet Adonis led, 
Ry /oft-foot Hours, from midſt the filent Dead ? _ 
The twelfth Month came, when from the Shades below 
Reſtor'd, what Beauty fate upon his Brow ? 
The Hours the ſloweſt of the Gods, tis true, 
Yet pleaſing, for they {till bring ſomething ab” 1 
| 1l 
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Kind you (chus Story fays) did firſt remove * 
12 ce to the Seats above, 

And bath'd the Mortal in a Cup of Love. 
And now, Arfinoe, Helens equal Face, 

In juſt Return does thy Adonis grace 1 
With all che Fruit the various Harth can yield; 1 
The ſilver Baſket brings from every Field | 


| The choiceſt Flowers that e the curious Eye, 
| In Gold the S ian Odours breathe and die; 


Of Hour and Honey mix d, che ſweeteſt Cake 


That Womens Luxury or Art can make. 
The Earth and Ocean give a vaſt Supply, 


And Air ſends all the various Kinds that fly: : 
She raiſes freſh imaginary Groves, 
And all around there flutter avanton Loves; = 

As newledg'd Thrufhes, whit the old One ſings, 
Leap quick from Bough to Bongh, and try their Wings G 
© Gold! ſee there two Ivory Eagles fly, | 

And bear young Ganymed thro the yielding Sky 

See Pur ple Tap ſtry, ſofter far than Sleep, 


his he II confeſs, that feeds Mi/e/74n Sheep. 


Oh! happy Riches, ſee two Beds are made, 
And Yenzs here, There fair Adonis laid; 

A youthful Buidegrogm, juſt mature far Bliſs, 
No prickly Beard makes rough his pleaſing KI f. 
Let Venus have him, and his Sweets embrace; 


To Morrow eber the Dew forfakes the Graſs, 


We'll bear him where the Waves foam round the Sbore; 

Our Hair all Iooſe, out Coats let down before, 

Our Breaſts all bear; and as we march along, 

Wich mournful Voice, begin this Funeral Song. 
Aimis, of the Hero's you alone 

Now 1 to 6, NOW go to Acheron; : 

Not Atramemnon, not Trout Ajax knew, 

And none enjoy dhe Favour ike to you: 

Not Heclor, fruirful Priam's ſtouteſt Joy, 

Not Pyrrſus marching from his conquer d Tro) — 

The ancient Lapithe, Duca lions Race ; | 

In brave Frlaſgi, Argos cinefeſt Grace, 

| Ib 


54 The IDYLLIUMS 


Kind now Adonis, next Year kind remain, | 
Now, welcome, welcome when you come again, 
G. Ah, dear Praxinoe ! theſe are curious Things: 
O, happy Creature! oh, how well ſhe fangs! 

But I muſt go, for ſhould my Huſband come, 
(He has not din'd) and not find me at Home, 
How he would fret; he's pettiſh, hates Delay, 
Nor when he's hungry would I come in's Way. 
Farewel, Adonis, now thy Pomp muſt ceaſe ; 

But ſtill return, and ſtill our Joys increaſe. 


Dees 


IDYLLIUM XVI. 
S SEAS SAL Se Sek AI 


He complains that Poetry meets not a ſuitable Reward 
from Great Men, for that Immortality which it beſtons 
upon them, | | 


To his very good Friend Jonn DRYDEN, Eq; 


HIS 1s the Muſes, this the Poets Care, 


1 To fing the Gods, and Men renown'd for War, 


The Muſes Goddeſſes make Gods their Theme; 

We Men ſing Men, and raiſe them vaſt Eſteem. 

But who that lives below our Pains regards ? 

What open Hand deals ſuitable Rewards ? 

Or who receive us when we offer Fame? 

And 1end us back more wealthy than we came ? | 
The Muſes baffled, thus turn Home again ; | 
With naked Feet, they ſigh, they weep, complain, 
And frown at me, when they have gone in vain. 
Deep in the Bottom of my empty Cleſt, 
A Place too hollow, and too hard Jor Reſt, * 
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They ſit and mourn z on their cold Knees they lay 
Their bending Heads, and ſigh and pine away; 
For who is brave? and who regards a Wit? 
I know not; few, ah! few in Praiſe delight, 
For great and noble Deeds as heretofore, 
Their captive: Thoughts are ty'd to baſer Ore. 
Their griping Hands they in their Boſom fold, 

And ſcarce will give the Ruſt that eats their Gold. 
They cry, near is my Shirt, more near my Skin; 
Muſt I ſupply the Hunger of the Nine? 

Let me grow rich in Wealth, and thoſe in Senſe; 
A Poet is the Care of Providence. 
What need of more, ſince Homer lives? he Fs 9 
No Charge upon me, yet the beſt he ſings. 

Poor Men! what profits precious Ore that lies 
Heap'd up within, to feed the greedy Eyes? 


| Ir yields a diffrent Profit to the Wiſe. . 


Some on themſelves, ſome Part on Wits 1 5 pend; 


Some Part their Kinſmen ſhare, and ſome their Friend. 


To ev'ry Man from them ſome Goods accrue, 


| And ſtill the Gods receive their ſacred Due. 
| He's kind and gen'rous, nobly treats his Gueſts ; 


He never cloys, but pleaſes with his Feaſts. 


| But chiefly to the Mules Sons they give, 


That after Death their laſting Fame may live; 
And that they may not fit and mourn below, 


| As thoſe whoſe Hands are harden'd by the Plough ; 
| Who fit and figh, and with a fad Complaine 


For ever weep hereditary Want. 
Antiochus once kept a Kingly Board, 
A thouſand menial Servants call'd him Lord. 
Athouſand Heifers fed at Scopa's Stall, 
Ten thouſand horned Bulls low'd chro' his Vale. 
The kind Creonde fed their num'rous Flocks, 
Their brouzing Goats ſtill hung on chouſand Rocks; 
Yet when their naked Souls began to float, 
Breath'd out in Air, and ſtow'd in Charor's Boat, 
They left their Wealth beyond the Stygian Shore, 
The crazy Veſlel could not watt their Ore 
And 
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Anieach had lain amidſt the V ulgar, loft, 
__ Unheard, untalk d of, like a common. Ghoſt; 
Unleſs his Poet, with exalred Rage, | 
Had ſtruck thts Harp, and grv'n them future Age. 
*Tis Verſe that does with lafting Honours grace 
The ſwifteſt Horſe that wins the ſacred Rave 
His Crowns had wirher d, he had loft his Name, 
Too flow to keep an equal Pace with Fame. 
Who had the Lycians, who the Trojans known? 
What Fame once Female Cycnas Glory ſhown, 
Unlefsa Poet, with immortal Song, | 
Had told their Fights, and made thetr Wars 10 long? 2 
Ulyſſes, he thro' various Dangers toft 
For ſeven long Years, that tonch'd at ev'ry Coalt ; 
That he who faw the Stygian Shades, and Tiv*d, 
That ſcap'd the Cyclops, had his Fame firviv'd £. 
Eumæus, mingl'd with the common Dead, 
Had lain as nameleſs as the Ox he fed; 
And wholly vanifn'd with his parting Breath, 
If Homer had not Tnatch*d his Name from Death. 
The Muſes raife Mens Worth, their Fame they ſpread, 
Whilſt Heirs conſime the Riches of the Dead. 
And 'tis a Taſk, I'm ſure, of equal Eaſe, 
To tell how many Tem peſts tofs the Seas; | 
With what fierce Storms the troubl'd Ooean roars; 
How many Waves it rolls to tremhling Shores, 
To waſh a Blackmore white, as to unbin 
A griping Niggaril's cloſe contracted Mind, ; 
And force him to be generous and kind. 
A Curſe on ſuch ; vaſt Heaps of mfeteſs Ore 
M.y thoſe enjoy, and Vet fill wHh for more. 
*Twas always fo; and tis my Humour ſtill, 
Much more then Health, J value Mens vood! Will: 
And now feek what Patron I may chuſe, 
And where T may be welcome with my Muſe; 
For Poets find but ſmall Returns of Love 
Without their Muſe, thus ſtands the Will of Fove. 
The Heav'n's nat weary whilſt it whirls the Sun, 
And thouſand Steeds fhall draw the Charigt on; 
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Of THEOCRITUs 57 
A Man ſhall riſe, that ſhall my Songs employ, 
As great as fam'd Achilles fought at Tray; | 
As great as Ajax, where ſmooth Simois flow'd, 
And Phryzian Ilu's Tomb lay drown'd in Blood, 
The Cart 1aTinians-Aread approaching War, 
Forget their Fury, and conſent to fear. 
The Syracnſian Troops ſpread o'er the Field, 
Their right Hands grace a Spear, their left a Shield. 
Theſe Hiero leads as ancient Heroes brave; 
His dreadful Creſt doth o'er his Shoulders wave: 
But oh ! our Grardian Fove, revenge our Blood, 
And toſs our Foes o'er the Sardinian Flood; 
Scatter their Force, and ſend few Home to tell 
The Wives and Children how their Fathers fell. 
Let old Inhabitants poſſeſs their Iſle, 
And raiſe new Towns where Foes did lately 1 poil; 
The Fields be green, and thro? the friutful Plain 
Great Flocks of Sheep grow fat, and bleat again. 


The lab'ring Oxen bend beneath the Plough, 


And, ſlowly walking thro' the Vallies, low. 


The Fields be reap'd, whilſt under ev'ry Shade 
The Inſects ſing, and make the Reapers glad. 


The Spiders weave 1n Shields, all free from fear, 


And hardly know the very Name of War. 


Let riſing Poets bear the ſounding Praiſe 

Of Hiero beyond the Scythian Seas; 

Beyond proud Babylon extend his F ame, 

And tell to diſtant Worlds his glorious Name. 
I am but one, but more Jovi ss Daughters love, 
More wiſe than I am, and more apt to move. 


And theſe ſmooth Arethuſa's Streams ſhall ſing, 


The brave Sicilians, and their valiant King. 

Ye Goddeſſes, that Orchomenium grace, 

The Scourge and Hatred of the Theban Race, 

Uncall'd I'll ſtay, to thoſe that ſhall invite, 

My Muſe ſhall offer Honour and Delight. 

I'll never leave you; what will Men receive 

Without the Graces * 2 What is fit to give? 

O! may TI ever with the Graces live! 
, IDTLLICM 
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IDYLLIUM XVII 


A Panegyrick to King PTOLEMY. 


To AMBROSE BROWNE, ENA 


Egin with Zove, my Arſe, and end with Jobe, 


If you would ſing the greateſt God above; 
But if you would the beſt of Men rehearſe, 
Let Prolemy's great Name adorn your Verſe; 
Let him che firſt, midſt, laft, 
The Darling of Mankind, the common Joy. 
The Heroes born of Gods, and great in Fame, 
Had nohlle Poets to record their Name; | 
And I, well ſkittd in song, with laſting Lays, 
Sing lum, e' Gods we do reward with Pra'ſe. 
In ſhady Ida, where the Woods are thick, 
The Wood-man-comes, but doubts where firſt to ſtrike : 
And where ſhall I ? There crowd a thouſand Things, 
With which the Gods have bleſfd the beft of Kings. 
His Father Lagus, who fo bravely great, | 
So deeply fkill'd in al the Arts of State? 
What Age conld boaſt a Prince ſo great, ſo good? 
His Mind was high, and noble as his Blood. 
Him Jove doth grace with an immortal Throne, 
And give a Golden Palace next his own. 
Next Alexander fits, the Wiſe, the Great, 
A miter'd-God, and checks the Perſian State. 
Juſt oppoſite Aleides Throne does ſnine, 
OF ſparkling Dia mond made, the Work divine ; 
And whilſt on Nether with the Gods he feafts, 
te ſmiles to ſee his Race his equal Gueſts. 
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On each Great Jove Reprieve from Age beſtow d, 
And call'd immortal, rais'& into à God. 
A When fragrant Neatan Bowls have rais d his Fires, 
And from the Feaſt, he to his Wife rerives, 
His Enſigns he delivers to the two. | 
One bears his knotty Club, and one his Bw. 2 
With theſe they both in decent Order move, 
And thus to beauteous Hebes Bed of Loπ ẽ 
Their Father lead, the great Increafe of pve. 
How Berenice ſhpne! his charming Bride, 
Her Sex's Glouy; and her Parents Pride. 
Her Venus nurs d with! a peenliar Care, 
And bleſs'd with all the Charms that — Fair 3 
| That ev*n bold Fame it ſelf ſcarce dares ro relhh 
That any Prince e er low d his Wife ſo well, 
As gen rous Ptolemy his beauteons Queen; 
And yet he meets wirh greater Love again. 
| He quits his State, and Nus neſs of his Thrones, | 
He leaves his Kingdom to his:leyat Sons, a 
Whilſt he to her with haſty Wiſhes moves, 15 
And goes to play the Hero in his Lowes. f 
A faithleG. Wife lets all her Phonghts amd Cares 
On others rowe, with eafy Pains ſhe bears; 
| Her Houſe is full, but of the num rous Race 
F Not one can ſhew the joyful Fathers Face. 
ke Fair Venus chiefeſt Beauty of dhe Sky, 
82 She liv'd thy Care, not can her Honour die: | 
85 Your Kindnsgz ſnatehꝭd her fram the Seygiun Shore; jp 
Fer griſly Charan came to waft her Oer, 
a You gave s Shrine, and taught us to adore. 
5 Juit like a falling Star thrown doww by Fate, 
You caught, and made her Paxtner of your State; 
Whilſt kind to all, ſhe gentle Caves inſpires, 
And warms the Lower's: Breaſts: witly e Fires, 
The fair Deiale did t Palegs hear 
Stout Diomed, hat mighty Son of Wan; 
And bearteous Fhetis to her Paleasn Love 
The fam'd Achilles on the Grecian Shore; 


— — 


On 


60 _ The IDyYLL1iUMs 


But Berenice hath theſe Births out-done, | J 


She brought great Prolemy as great a Son; 


- Firſt Coos danc'd thee, thee, Mankind's Delight; 


She took thee at thy firſt Approach to Light; 


For there thy Mother to Lrucina pray'd 
| To eaſe her Throws, and found a ſpeedy Aid; 


She came, ſtood by, and gently loos'd her Pain : 
Thy very Birth was eaſy as thy Reign. 

The Iſland took thee in her Arms, and ſmil'd, 
To view the Father's Image in the Child. 

She ſhouted, and ſhe aid, Ah! lovely Boy, 


Bie born, thy Father's Soul, be born, my Joy. 


Welcome, on me as great a Fame beſtow, 


As Delos does to her Apollo owe. 
Thus ſpake the Iſle. An Eagle ſoar'd above, 


And mix'd with Clouds, the Bird of mighty Jove, 


With joyful Sound thrice clap'd auſpicious Wings; 
Twas Fove's own Sign, Fove is the Guard of Kings: : 
But whom he loves, as ſoon as he began, 


That lives the Potent, that the happy Man; 


All elſe muſt yield, and Oer the Sea and Land 

With conqu' ring Arms he ſpread a wide Command, 
A thouſand Nations boaſt their fruitful Plains, 
Where gentle Zove deſcends in eaſy Rains; 

But none ſach Crops as ſandy Egypt ſhows, 
Where Nile with his enriching Streams o'erflows, 
And what the barren Clouds deny, beſtows, : 
No Nation bears, no Nation boaſts to ſee 

So many Towns, and Men of Art as ſhe. 

Fall thirty thouſand Towns enjoy the Sway 


of Ptolemy, and eagerly obey. 


The ſtout Phænicians too have felt his Sword; 
Arabia, Syria, Lybia call him Lord. 

The Ethiopians, the Pamphilian Horſe, 

The Lycians, Carians own his nobler Force. 
Thie Iſles, for where his Navy ſpreads her Wings, 
Homage to him, and Peace to all ſhe brings 

So far his Scepters reach, and Sea, and Land, 
And purling Streams obey his juſt Command, 
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Vaſt Troops of Horſe and Foot, well arm'd for War, 
So dreadful gay in graceful Ranks appear, 

That ev'n their proudeſt Foes conſent to fear. > 
His Treaſure richer than e'er known before; 

And other Kings ſcarce wiſh ſo great a Store. 

All Nations ſend their Cuſtoms ev'ry Day, 

And their due Tribute to his Ocean pay. 

The Farmer fearleſs ploughs his fruitful Soil; 

No boſtile Navies preſs the quiet Nile 

None leaps aſhore, and frights the lab'ring Swains 
None rabs us of our Flocks, and ſpoils the Plains. 
Thus Ptolemy ſecures his Land from Harms; 

So fear'd by all he fits, ſo great in Arms; 

So careful to preſerve his ancient Right; 

This ſhewsa King, and for new Conqueſts fight; 
And yet he ſcorns to hoard his uſeleſs Ore, 

As painful Ants ſtill turn their bury'd Store. 

With much the Temples of the Heroes ſhine 

His firſt-Fruits and his Gifts fill ev'ry Shrine. 


| Much Gold to pow'rful neighb'ring Kings he ſends, 


Much to his Subjects, much to valiant Friends. 
None fam'd for Song, none great in Arts appears, 
No charming Voice can raviſh liſt'ning Ears, 

But ſtreight he Favours, he Rewards imparts, 

And ſends them Preſents equal to their Arts; 

And therefore Poets, with exalted Rage, 

Send down their Patron's Praiſe to future Age. 

At what more noble can the Wealthy aim, 

Than to ſecure a fair and laſting Fame ? 

Of Great Atrides this remains alone, 

Whilſt all the Stores of Wealth he rais'd, are gone; 
Whate'er he brought from Troy, harh *ſcap'd the Light, 


| And now bes-bury*'d in eternal Night. 


He firſt his g/orious Parents made divine; 
To both he Incenſe burns, and rears a Shrine. 
How great they ſtand? How Gems their Shrines enfold, 
And hide the 1v'ry, and the poorer Gold? 
How great they ſtand ? What various Goods beſtow 2 
Sipply our Wants, and guard frail Man below? 
F ---,"— 
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He ſtains red Altars with a thouſand Beaſts, 

As Months roul round, and bring the ſolemn Feaſts! 

He and his Queen, than whom kind Fortune led 

No fairer Woman to a greater Bed ; Ss 

There ſhe with Joy the nat'ral Ties improves, 

And both as Brother, and as Hrsband loves. 

This Gods approve, thus they themſelves are ty dz 

And Frno lives Fove's Siſter and his Bride. 

Fair perfum'd Iris makes one Bed for both, 

Where Pleaſure's heighten'd by eternal Youth. 
Hail, glorious Ptolemy ; hail, mighty King; 

Thee equal to the Gods my Muſe ſhall ſing ; 

And future Age ſhall all my Songs approve z 

Great King, beg Vertue and Increaſe of Fove. 
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IDYLLIUM XVIII. 
S S . e 8c. Sf. 


An Epithalamium at the Marriage of Helena and 
| Menelaus. | 


To EDWARD COURTHOPE, EVA; 


T Sparta's Palace twenty beauteous Maids, ' .. . 

FA The Pride of Greece, freſh Garlands crown'd theis 
With Hyacinth and twining Parſly dreſt, (Heads, 
Grac'd joyful Aſenelaus Marriage-Feaſt ; 

When lovely Helen, great in conqu'ring Charms, 
Reſign'd her willing Beauty to his Arms: 

They danc'd around, Joy flow'd from ev'ry Tongue, 
And the great Dome reſounded with the Song. 

And why, fair Bridegroom, why ſo ſleepy grown? 
Aud why to Bed &er ſhady Night comes on? 

V lat, have you danc'd too much? Wine ſeiz d yoyrHead? 
Or are you drowl1y, that you mult to Bed? 


But 


And t! 
Ah! f 
Ah! f. 
But wv; 


And c. 


Mindfi 
Not W 


But if you needs muſt ſleep, then ſleep alone; 
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But why muſt Helen too, your Bride, be gone ? 

Why muſt ihe leave her tender Mother thus? 

She ſhould ſit up, and play, and dance with us; 

She ſhould fit np *till the bright Sun ſhould rife, 

And Stars recede, leſs beauteous than her Eyes : - 

For, Menelaus, ſhe for all thy Life, 

For Morning, Night, and Noon mult be thy Wife, 
O happy Bridegroom ! thee a lucky Sneeze 

To Sparta welcom'd, where the Youths of Greece, . 
Her chiefeſt Pride, did offer humble Love; 

Yet you were choſe to be ally'd to Fove, 

A Beauty, ſuch as never Greece did view, 

Nov ſlee ps between the common Sheets with you. 

O happy Bridegroom! what thy Bride ſhall bear 

If like herſelf, it muſt be wond'rous fair. 

Two hundred Spartan Maids, her Equals, we 

That wreſtled, fonghr, and ran as well as the, . 

And ev'n out-did the Men; yet none appear 

A ſpotleſs Beauty, if compar'd to her. 

Juſt as the Morning fhews her lovely Grace, 

When Winter's gone, and Night withdraws her gloomy:- 
Juſt ſo doth Helen's charming Beauties riſe, (Face; 
Tall, fair, and fram'd by Nature to ſurprize. 

As Trees a Field, {ſwift Steeds a Chariot grace, 

80 Sparta is adorn'd by Helen's Face. 

In all, the Bride does eaſily excel, 

None ſpins with fo much Art, none weaves ſo well, . * 
When ſhe Diana or Minerva tings, 5 

None tunes ſo ſoft as ſhe the ſpeaking Strings; 

That ſhe,whoſe Morions charm,whoſe Looks ſurprize, ., 
And thouſand Crpids wanton in her Eyes. . 
Ah! fair, ah! lovely, of an envy'd Life; 

Ah! fair, and bleſs'd in being made a Wife: 

But we will run thro' yonder ſpacious Mead, 


And crop freſh flow'ry Crowns to grace thy Head. 


Mindful of Helen till, as tender Lambs, 
Not wean'd as yet, when hungry, mind their Dams, + 
| | F 2 „ 
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We'll firſt low Lotus pluck, and Crowns compoſe, 
And to thy Honour grace the ſhady Boughs: 
From Silver Boxes ſweeteſt Oils ſhall flow, 
And preſs the Flowers that riſe as ſweet below; 
And then inſcribe this Line, that all may ſee, 
T7 due Obedience; 1 am Helews Tree. 

\!l Joy, fair Bride, and happy Deidegroom, Joy, 
1 et kind Latona give a lovely Boy; 
Let Yenus, Goddeſs Venus, mutual Love, 
And laſting Riches, be beſtov'd by ove, 
That ſtill they may deſcend, and grace the Throne, 
From a great Father, to a greater Son. £ 
Sleep in each other's Arms, and raiſe Deſire, 
Let ardent Breathings fan your mutual Fire: 
But riſe betimes, forget nor, we'll return 
Wen firſt the crowing Cock thall wake the Morn 
When tho! his ſeather'd Throat he ſends his Voice, 
O! Eymen, Hymen, at this Feaſt rejoyce. 


Gal 
IDYLLIUM XIX. 


C2 2 CEC eee 
on CUPID fung by a Bee. 


Hen wanton Love deſign'd to thieve, 
And ſteal the Honey from the Hive, 
Nn imptous Bee his Finger ſtung, 
And thus reveng'd the proffer d Wrong. 
He blew bis Fingers, vex'd with Pain, RT 
He ſtamp'd and ſtar'd, but all in vain 3 
At laſt, unable to endure, 
To Venus runs, and begs a Cure, 
Complaining that ſo flight a Touch, 


And little Thing, {ſhould wound fo much. 50 
s She 
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She ſmi d. and ſaid, how like to thee, 8 
My Sogn, is that unlucky Bee? 


Thy ſelf art ſmall, and yet thy Dart ' 
Wounds deep, ah ! J very An the Heart- 
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4 Shepherd complains of the Coyneſs of a City- Maid, wha 
refus d his proffer d Kiſs. 


2 hy Lood-hnmour d Friend Mr. ALEXANDER: CROOK... 
of Wadham-College. 


Unica flouted me, ſhe ſcorn'd my Kiſs, ©. | 
And when I proffer'd, anſwer'd with a Hiſs 3 


Be gone, rough Shepherd, thou doſt aſk in vaing 


I faith I am not us d to kiſs a Swain; 


The City Lips I preſs, and only them; 


Thou ſhould not kiſs me, no, not in a Dream. 
How odd thy Courtſhip ! and how dull thy Jeſt } 
How Ianguithing thy Words! and how expreſt 1 | 
How ſoft and ſweet thy Voice? Thy Looks how fait! 
How ſmooth thy Chin! What Curls adorn thy Hair. 
Thy Lips are broken out, and black thy Hand ; 

Thy Smell is rank; be gone, I ſhall be ſtain'd. 

This ſaid, then thrice ſhe fpit, and view*d me round 
From Head to Foot, and mutter'deſtill, and frown ds . 
Still ſcornfully ſhe look'd, and mighty proud. | 
Of her fair Face; ſhe ſneer'd, and laugh'd aloud... 
My Blood began to boil, my Face was fluſh'd, 

And, like a Rvſe with Dew o*erxcharg'd, I bluſs >._ 

She left me ſtreight; but I am vex'd at this, 

That the; proud Slut, Jhould flout, when I Weuldkiſs. 


EZ | am 
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Am I not handſome ? Tell me, ſmiling Swains, | 
For I was once the Beauty of the Plains, | Ne'e 
Tell me, have I no Charms, no pleaſing Grace? But 


Or hath ſome God on ſudden chang'd my Face? 
For I was hand/ome once, my Cheeks were red, | 


My Beard, like Ivy round an Oak, was ſpread, 

And br»ſpy Hair, like Parſly, crown'd my Head. 

My ſnowy Forehead two black Eye-brows croſt; 

My Eyes as grey as Palla's ſelf could boaſt ; 

My Mouth more ſweet than Curds,my Wordsdid flow 

17 {mooth as Oil, and ſoft as falling Snow : | ESE 
y Songs are charming, whilſt my Flocks do feed 

I blow my Hautboy, Pipe, or Oaten Reed. 

Oft have I ſeen m y Lambs forſake their Grafs, 


; 


And liſt'ning by, with filent Wonder gaze; _ 
And all the Country Maids my Face eſteem ; | ; 
They kiſs, and beg me I would ſtay with them. T 
Are theſe ſmall Charms, that ſhe ſhould theſe deſpiſe?) | 
But I'm a Shepherd Swain, for that ſhe flies; For C 
For that the City-Maids refuſe a Kiſs. - Who 
Well, let them ſcorn, poor Fools, they hardly know If Ia 
That beauteous Bacchus fed a Herd below; | Streis 
Or that fair Venus wanton'd with a Swainz | Two 
And fed his Cattel in the Phrygian Plain; Their 
With ſweet Adonis oft ſhe prov'd the Joy And 1 
In Groves, in Groves ſhe mourn'd the lovely Boy. Their 
Endymion was a Swain, he kept a Flock, | Draw 
And yet for him the Moon her Skies for ſook; Their 
She ſcorn'd a Scepter, and embrac' d a Crook. Their 
Sue Cave held both, with him ſhe reap'd Delight, Theſe 
ame down, lay by, and kiſs'd him all the Night, Not © 
Ev'n Rhea mourns a Swain, and mighty Fove All uf 
Took Eagle's Wings, and bore a Swain above. | Thus 
A Swain this proud Eunica ſcorns alone, | With 
Better than Venus, Rhea, or the Moon. Fi No Ne 
Fents, the Fault was yours, you taught her Pride Their 
May therefore thine, thy Love be {till deny d. es 
. no Ponies | When 


May 


Ln 


ay 


TIT WG. 


May you endure an injurd Lover's Pain, 5 f 
Ne'er kiſs thy Sweet, ne er wanton o'er the Plain, \ 
But lie alone all-N ight, and wiſh in vain. 
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A Diſcourſe of tue Fiſher- men 1:pon 4 Dream. 
Jo Mr. THOMAS DUNSTAR, of Wadham-College, 


IS Poverty, dear Friend, improves our Arts, 


k It teaches Wit, and working Thoughts imparts 3 


For Cares chace Sleep from his laborious Head, 
Who ſweats to earn, before he eats his Bread. 

If lazy Slumbers oer his Eye-lids creep, 

Streight noiſy Cares ruſh in, and break his Sleep. 
Two good old Fiſhers ſlept, their Bed was Sedge, 
Their Roof was Straw, their Walls a rotten Hedge, 
And round juſt by lay Baſkets, Hooks, and Lines, 
Their Wiers, ſedgy Nets, their Rods, and Skins, 
Drawn up on ſome old Plank, a tatter'd Boat; 
Their Pillow Straw, their Rug a ragged Coat ; 


Their Caps hung by, upon a broken Oar ; | 
| Theſe were their Tackling, and this all their Store, 


Not one ſmall Pot upon their Shelf was laid, 

All uſeleſs ſeem'd, but what concern'd their Trade, 

Thus bleſs'd they liv'd, and happy in Content, 

With their Companions, Poverty and Want, 

No Neigbour near, and ev'ry riſing Tide 

Their Hovel reach'd, and ſhook its tott'ring Side. 

From ' midſt of Heav'n the Moon view'd all below, 

When Dreams of Labour wak'd the ſleeping two 53 - 
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Each with his Thumb wip'd Reſt from off his Eyes 
And ſang, and cheer'd themſelves with theſe Replies, 
A. They Iye, dear Friend, that ſay the Night decays 
When Summer comes, and Joe brings longer Days; 
For I have ſeen a thouſand Dreams to Night, ö 
Long tedious Dreams, and yet tis far from Light. 


ZB. You blame the Summer, but unjuſtly blame, 


The Hours are ſtill forc'd on, their Pace the fame ; 
But vexing Cares, that in a buſy Throng | 
Diſturb your Head, do make Night ſeem ſo long. 
A.Can you interpret Dreams, Friend, tel} me true 3 
T've dreamt fine Things, which T would tell to you; 
For that will eafe me, and divert my Care, 

As we our Fiſh, ſo we our Dreams will ſhare. 

B. Then tell thy Friend. A. If you remember well! 
We ſupp'd too late, and made a ſparing Meal. 


On yonder ſhelving Rock methought I ſtood, 


And ſtoop'd, intent upon the quiet Flood; 
I ſaw the Fith, my Hook let gently down, 


And ſhook my cheating Bait to draw them on. 


A great One bit, (for Fiſh is till my Theme, 

As Dogs of Bones, ſo I of Fiſhes dream) 

I ſtrook, and hung him faſt, I ſaw the Blood, 

The Weight was great, I'm ſure it bent the Rod; 

I ſtrove to reach him, for my Line was weak, 
And, Faith, I fear d my bending Hook would break; 


Doſt prick me, (for he prick'd) Il graſp thee more, 


And ſo at laſt I drew my Prey to Shore, 
A golden Fiſh, I ſtood amaz'd, and fear'd 
*T'was one of Neptune s own beloved Herd; 
Or one of Sea-green Amphitrite's Train, 

A noble Fiſh, the Treaſure of the Main. 


I loos'd him gently, and did ſtrictly look 


That no ſmall Grain ſtuck round the barbed Hook 2 
With Cords I drew him, and devoutly ſwore, 
That I would venture out to Sea no more; 

But ſtay at Home, and make my ſelf a King. 
At this I wak'd : Do you adjuſt the Thing. 


Pray 
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Pray tell me what you think, for I'm afraid 
That I am bound to keep the. Oath I made. 
B. Fear not, my Friend, you did not ſwear ; for why; 
You found no Fiſh, a 'Fif on's but Lye! 
And therefore go, and draw the uſual Streams, 
Seek real Fiſh, nor ſtarve with golden Dreams. 
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AN ſcorn'd wy hangs himſelf. The cruel Fair i 
ill'd by the Statue of Cupid. | : 


| To Mr. 2 Painter to his Majeſty Is. CHARLES IL 


N amorous Shepherd lov'd a charming Boy, 
As fair as Thought could frame, or Wiſh enjoy; 


Unlike his Soul, ill-natur'd and unkind, 


An Angel's Body, with a Fury's Mind : 

How great a God Love was, he ſcorn'd to know, 2 
How ſharp bis Arrows, and how ſtrong his Bow, F 
What raging Wounds he ſcatters here below. , 
His Talk was rude, and his Addreſs the ſame, 

He gave no Comfort to the Shepherd's Flame. 

No cherry Lips, no Roſe his Cheeks did dye, 

No pleaſing Fire did ſparkle in his Eye, 

Where eager Thoughts with fainting Vertue ſtrove, 
No ſoft Diſcourſe nor Kiſs to eaſe his Love; 

But as a Lyon on the Lybian Plain 

Looks on his Hunters, he beheld the Swain; 

His Lips {till pouting, and his Eyes unkind, 


His Forehead too was rough, as was his Mind ; 


His Colour gone, and ev'ry pleaſing Grace, 
Beſet by Fury; had forluok his Face; 4 
| Leb 
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And cry, My beſe, my deareſt Friend is loft; 
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Yet *mid'ſt his Paſſion, mid ſt his Frowns he mov di 
As theſe were Charms, he was the more belov'd.. 

But when o'ercome, he could endure no more, 

He came and wept before the hated Door,; 

He wept and pin'd, he hung his fickly Head, 

The Threſhold kiſs'd, and thus at laſt he ſaid:: 


Ah, cruel Fair! and of a Tygreſs born! 


Ah, ſtony Boy ! compos'd of Frowns and Scorn FT. 
Unworthy of my Love, this Rope receive, 

The laſt, moſt welcome Preſent I can give. 

III never vex thee more, III ceaſe to woe, 

And whither you condemned, freely go, 

Where certain Cures for Love, as Stories tell, 


* 


Where diſmal Shades, and dark 06/ivion dwell z 


Yet did I drink the whole forgetſul Stream, . 
It would not drown my Love, nor quench my Flame. 
Thy cruel Doors I bid my laſt Adieu, 

Know what will come, and you ſhall find it true, 
The Day is fair, but quickly yields to Shades; | 


The Lilly white, but when tis pluck'd, it fades ; 


The Violet lovely, but it withers ſoon ; 


Youth*s Beauty charming, but *tis quickly gone. 


The Time ſhall come, when you, proud Boy, {hall prove 


The Heat of Paſſion, and the Rage of Love ; - 
Then ſhall thy Soul melt thro' thy weeping Eye, 
Whilſt all ſhall ſmile, and you unpity'd die. 

Yet grant one Kindneſs, and I aſk no more; 

When you ſhall ſee me hanging at the Door, 


Do not go proudly by, forbear to ſmile, 2 
Put ſtay, ſweer Boy, and gaze, and weep a while; 


Then take me down, and whillt ſome Tears are ſhed, 
Thy own ſoft Garment o'er my Body ſpread, - 

And grant one Kiſs, — one Kiſs, when I am dead, / 
Ne'er fear, for you may ſafely grant me this, 

I ſhan't revive, tho* you could /ove and kiſs. 

Then dig a Grave, there let my Love be laid ; 


And when you part, ſay thrice, My Friend 44 dead 5 


Or elſe go farther on, to pleaſe my Ghoſt, 75 
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And on my Monument inſcribe this Rhime, 
The Witneſs of my Love, and of thy Crime; 


This Shepherd dy'd for Love, ſtay, Stranger, here, 


And weep, and cry, he loy'd a cruel Fair. 
This ſaid, he roll'd a Stone, a mighty Stone, 


Fate lent a Hand behind, and puſh'd it on, 


High by. the Wall; on this he panting roſe, 

And ty'd, and fitted well the fatal Nooſe ; 
Then from the Place on which before he ſtood, 
He flipp'd, and hung the Door's unhappy Load; 
The-Boy came forth, and with a ſcornful Mien, 
And ſmiling Look, beheld the tragick Scene, 
Hang there, ſaid he; but O! how I deſpiſe 


o baſe, ſo mean a Trophy of my Eyes 


The proudeſt Kings ſhould fall by my Diſdain, 

Tod noble to be loſt upon à Swain. 

This ſaid, he turn'd; and as he turn'd his Head, 
His Garments were polluted by the Dead ; 
Thence to the Plays, and to the Baths did move, 
The Bath was ſacred to the God of Love ? 
For there he ſtood in-eomely Majeſty, 

Smiles on his Cheeks, and Softneſs in his Eye; 
That Part of Marble, wrought into his Breaſt 
By Power divine, was ſofter than the reſt, 

To ſhew how Pity did exactly ſuit 

With Love, and was his darling Attribute. 


The God leap'd forth, and daſh'd the Boy, the Wound 


Let out his Soul, and as it fled, he groan'd. 
Hail, Lovers, hail, ſee here the Scornful dies 
A juſt and acceptable Sacrifice | 

Be kind, and Love for mutual Love return, 

Fir fee the God takes Vengeance on my Scorn. 
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11 Hercules 3 in his Cradle kills two Serpents, which Juno ſent He ſt 
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100 Leides ten Months old, a vigorous Child. The 
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by Alcmena fed, and tald him on a Shield, He f 
| (The Shield from Prerilus Amphitryon won Net wi 
| A great auſpicious Cradle for his Son 3) No 1 
With younger Iphiclus, of human Race, M ack 
No Part of him was drawn from Fove's Bas] - The! 
On either Head her tender Hands ſhe laid, hom 
And with a Mother's Fondnefs, thus ſhe faid; : She ſt 

Sleep, ſleep, dear Children, ſleep, be free from Pain, Riſe 

Reſt well to Night, to Morrow wake again. | Do- a 

This ſaid, ſhe ſtopp' d, and rock'd the ſounding Shield, Do'ſt 


Iphiclus wept, and young Alcides ſmil'd : 


Sleep ſeiz d on both. Now Mid-night's Shade came on; = 
The flying Bear in Haſte was tumbling down, From 
And broad Orion's Shoulder did appear She f. 
Arm'd with his Sword, as chacing {till the Bear. As ni 
When wily Juno, full of envious Hate, | He fa 
Drove on two dreadful Serpents to the Gate, s Hon ; 
She forc'd the Doors, and thew'd the open Way, A Bo 


Deſigning young Alcides for their Prey : H 
Their ſcaly Trains roll'd o'er the trembling Floor, 3 Wh 
Their fiery Eyes ſhot ſulph'rous Flames before, 

And from their Jaws dropp'd Clods of putrid Gore. 

When near they roll'd, and did the Infants touch, 


2 en Sleep It elf ſtreight fled at their PR ach; 81“ 
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TheChildren wak'd, and, by Fove's Order, Light 
Shot thro' the gloomy Darkneſs of the Night. 
Jphiclus cry d as ſoon as he beheld 
The Snakes twiſt round; and gaping o'er the Shield, 
He kick*d the Cloaths, and toſs'd, for Flight prepar'd, 
As if he meant to ſhun the Fate he fear d. 

But young Alcides ſtretch'd his Infant-hands, 

And graſp'd the rolling Snakes with fatal Bands ; 

He ſeiz'd their ſwelling Throats, where ſtor'd by Fate 
Their Poiſon lyes, which &en the Gods do hate: 
In that Death dips her Darts, then takes her Pounds, 
And on frail Mortals ſcatters certain Wounds : 

Each twiſted round the Babe a dreadful Fold, 

But ſtill he graſp'd, and took the firmer Hold; 


The Babe, not wean'd as yet, in Mind a Mau, 


He fhew'd his Race as ſoon as he began: 

Ne'er in his Nurſe's Arms was heard to cry, 

No Tear &er drop'd from his unwilling Eye. 

At laſt tir d out, they both extended lay 

The Infant's Spoil, his firſt auſpicious Prey. 

Alcmena's Ears firſt heard the tender Cries, 

She ſtarted firſt, and ſaid, Amphytrion, riſe ; 

Riſe, riſe, thy Aid a ſudden Danger calls, 

Do'ſt hear how loud the younger Infant bawls ? 

Do'ſt ſee theſe Walls ſhine with unuſual Light? 

For yet the Morning hath not chac'd the Night 3 

There's ſomeſtrange Thing, there is, riſe, riſe, my Dear, 

From Danger free thy Babes, thy Wife from Fear. 

She ſpake, Amphytrion roſe, ſuch Haſte he ſnew d, 

As nimble Light'ning from a breaking Cloud, 

He ſnatch'd his Sword, which o'er his valiant Head 

Hung always faſten'd to the Cedar Bed ; 

A ſtrong Belt held it, tough, and neatly made, 

He graſp'd the Sheath, and drew the flaraing Blade; 

When ſtreight the Light withdrew its wondrous Rays, 

In Darkneſs left him, and in wild Amaze. 

Still ſtartled more, Lights, Slaves, Slaves, Lights, he cries, 

Lig hits, Slaves, deep Sleep fat heavy on their Eyes. 
ö | G Lights, 
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Tights, Maids; they heard, and quick as the Command 


A flaming Torch now ſhone in ev'ry Hand; 
They all ruſh in, with troubled Haſte they come, 
And buſy Throngs ſtreight fill the crowded Room. 


But when they ſaw two Snakes twiſt round the Child, 
They ſhriek'd, and wept; the young Alcides ſmil'd, 


Held out the Snakes, pleas d with the gilded Sight, 
Laugh'd at his own Succeſs, and their Aﬀright ; 
Diſdain'd rhoſe Foes that with ſuch Eaſe he flew, 
And at his Father's Feet the Monſters threw, 

Half dead Iphiclus on her tender Breaſt 

Acmena clapp'd, and tulFd him into Reſt : 

The other Babe on Skins of ſlaughter'd Sheep 

Amp ytrion laid, and then return'd to ſleep. 


When thrice the Cock had crow'd to wake the Sung 


Alcmena ſtarting from her Bed of Down, 

Tireſias calFd, from whom Truth always fell, 
Scarce Phæbus knew the Mind of Fate ſo well. 
She told the Tale, and faid, Thrice reverend Seer, 
Explain the Meaning, I'm prepar'd to hear; 
Nor yet to pleaſure me, conceal the Doom, 

Or bad or good, what Fate hath wove, muſt come. 


Thus ſpake the Qreer, and thrice his reverend Head 


Tire/ias ſhook, and thus at laſt he ſaid: 
Hail, mighty Queen, the Pride of Perſeus Blood, 
Happy, and Mother of a future God. 


The Time ſhall come, as Years bring round the Days; 


When Grecian Maids ſhall fing A/cmena's Praiſe ; 
And as they weave or whirl their Spindle round, 
From ev'ry Tongue Alemena's Name ſhall ſound, 
The Grecians Goddeſs thou {halt grace a Shrine, 
$3 Great thy Son ſhall be, and ſo Divine 

A ecnerous Hero yeſhall mount on high, 

Tue nobleſt Burthen of the bending Sky : 

To him all Monſters, and all Men muſt yield, 
The T;rant's Scourge, and the Oppreſſed*s Shield. 
Twelve Labours pafs'd, he ſhall the Skies enjoy; 
When Cetas Flames have purg'd the baſe Alloy; 
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Be call'd their Son-in-Law, appeaſe their Hate, 
Who rais'd theſe Snakes, and ſent them to his Fate. 
ThenWolves ſhall ſee young Fawns approach their D=16, 
And let them part unhurt and ſafeagain ; 
So great a Scourge. he ſhall to Monſters prove, 
And ſhed ſuch Influence from his Seat above. 
But, Queen, obſerve, and let a Pile be made, 
Green Oaks, and Aſh, and Birch, in Order laid: 
Then cut theſe Snakes, obſerve the Time they came 
To eas the Babe, and burn them o'er the Flame. 
At Morning-peep ſoon quench the blazing Wood, 
And ſcatter all the Aſhes o'er the Flood, 

And thence return, but with A {teddy Pace, 
Nor look behind on the polluted Place: 
Then let pure Brimſtone purge the Rooms, and bring 
Clear Fountain-water from the ſweeteſt Spring. 
This mix'd with Salt, with blooming Olives crown a. 
Spread o'er the Floor, and purge polluted Ground : 
Then kill a Boar to ove, that free from Harms 
The Child may live, and Yi&try crown his Arms. 

This ſaid, he bow'd, and, with a ſtaggering Gate, 
For Years oppreſs d him, reach'd his Ivory Seat. 
And now the Boy, his Mother's Pride, was grown 
Like riſing Oaks, and thought Amphytrion's Son: 
In Letters Linus did his Mind enlarge, 


A gencrons Hero, watchful of his Charge: 


Ermolpas tun'd his manly Voice to ting, 

And taught his Hand to ſtrike the tuneful String. 
Eurytws, famous for his vaſt Eſtate, 

To draw the Bow, and ſhoot as ſure as Fate; 

To leap, to wreſtle, and to throw the Part, 

Hevlearn'd from fierce nde ene Art, 

Sweet Hermes Son, who waen he fought his Foe,. 

None dar'd, tho diſtant, to behold his Brow ; 
Such frightful Fierceneſs did in's Looks apps 1 

And ſhot thro all amaz d Spectators Fear. 

To drive the Chariot, and with ſteddy Skill 

£0 turn, and yet not break the bending Wheel, 

92 An trion 


Spread with a Lyor's Skin, whoſe Jaws affright 
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Ampbytrion kindly did inſtruct his Son, 

Great in that Art; for he himſelf had won _- 

Vaſt precious Prizes on the Argive Plains, JJ ii S 

And ſtill the Chariot, which he drove, remains, ; 

For nought but eating Time could break his Reins. | 

To wield his Sword, and to aſſault his Foe, 

To uſe his Shield, and {hm the coming Blow, 

To order Bartels, and to raiſe their Force, 

Coſe Ambuſh lay, and lead the furious Horſe, 

Stout Caſtor taught, when he from Argos fled; 

Bafciy deſerted by the Force he led. 

When Tyaers Arms the fatal Conqueſt won, 

And forc'd the weak Adraſtus from his Throne, 

Tow of the Heroes equall'd him in Fight, 

K. er trembling Age had put firong Youth to Flight. 
Thus grew the Boy his Mother's Care and Pride; 

His Bed was rais'd by his great Father's Side, 


The weaker Youths, but were this Boy's Delight. 


When young,; he often would unſheath their Paws, D. D 
And uſe his tender Hands to break their Jaws; . >» 
And when one Tooth was broke, with Smiles would D. Do 
mect, 8 . r. 
And caſt his Trophies at his Mother's Feet. Nor 
His Food was roaſted Fleſh, his Loaf was great, = D.C 
As large as een a labouring Swain could eat: | IT 
A ſparing Meal, and unprepar'd at Night. . G 
His Cloaths were made for Covering, not Delight. K. Pi 
Thus hardly bred, the mighty Hero grew = 2. E 
Well fitted for the Wonders he mult do. 62 E A 
Imperfett in the Greeks | 1 he. 
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IDYLLIUM XXIV. 


eoatootoutootoutoctoutoutoabioutinutioutratinetty. 
A Dialogue between Daphnis and a Shepherdeſs. 


D THOMAS POWEL, of Wadham-College, FT; 


D. i Herds-man Helen ſtole, tis ſaid, 
And ſhe that Aid me, is _ fair a Maid, 

5. Pride not thy ſelf, what empty Thing's a Kiſs ! 
8 And yet that empty Thing is full of Bliſs. 
S. I waſh my Mouth, and thus thy Kiſs diſdain, 
D. Doſt waſh, my Dear? then come, let's kiſ5 again. 
S. Swain, thou ſhould'ſt riß thy Heifer, not a Maid. 
D. Don't ſcorn,thyYouthiike Dreams will quickly fade. 
S. The Grapes to Raiſins turning ſtill are priz d; 
Nor is the Roſe, tho' wither'd, ſoon deſpis'd. 


D. Come to theie Shader, I've Tales ne'er told before. 


S. Once your ſweet Tongue deceiv'd, III truſt no more 
D. Go with me to thoſe Elms, and hear my Flute. 
S. Pi pe by thy ſelf, I hate ſo harſh a Note. 

D. Let Fear of Venus Anger ſeize thy Mind. 

S. A Fig for Zens, if Diana's kind. 

D., Abs © peak not thus, leſt ſhe ſhould fix her C ain, 
- he Nooſe 1s itrong, ind you may ſtrive in vain. 
S. Aye, let her do't, I live Diana's Care, 

And ſhe ſhall n free me from her Snare; 
Hands off, rude Swain, I vow 110 ſcratch, forvear. )- 
D.You muſt not*ſcape,noMaideer*ſcap\dLove'sStrokes 
S. III *ſcape, by Pan, but thou ſhalt bear his Yoke. 
D. To meaner Swains, I fear, you will be kind. 


S. Many have woo'd, nons yet Cer pleas” d my Mind. 


SY «IRA. 
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D. And J am one that woo, and would obtain. 

S. What ſhall I do? Marriage is full of Pain. 

D. Not Grief and Pain, but Joy attends the Bed. 
S. Sure I have heard that Wives their Huſbands dread. 
D. No, no, they rule, for what ſhould Women fear? 
S. Child-birth is hard, and I'm afraid to bear. 

D. No Fear, ver that thy own Diane reigns, 

And gives a ſpzedy Eaſe to Mother's Pains. 

S. Yet I'm afraid, ſhould many Births prevail, 

My Beauty fades, and then your Love may fail. 
D. Yet ſhould you bear fine Boys, a happy Wife ! 
How would you look into a future Life! | 


S. But come, what Joynture, Swain, if Iſhould yield? 


D. My Flocks, my Rerds, my Woods, and all my Field. 


F. Swear then, leſt when enjoy*d,yon falſeſhould prove. 


D. Never, by Pan, if you'll conſent to love. 

F. Will you a Bed, a Houſe, and Meat provide? 

D. All this ſhall be the Dowry of my Bride; | 
Look, all theſe Flocks are mine, P11 till be true, 
And promiſe you no more than I can do. 

F. What ſhall I fay, when my old Friends ſhall blame? 


P. They'II like the Marriage, when they hear my Name. 


S. Then tell thy Name; for Names do often pleaſe. 
D. Daphnz, my Father's Joy, and Mother's Eaſe : 
His Name is Lycidas, the noble Swain; 

Her's Neme, once the Beauty of the Plain. 


D. But no Ways better; for in yonder Wood 
Menalcus lives, the Fountain of thy Blood. 


S. Thy Race is noble, but yet mine's as good. 5 | 


S. Shew me thy Grove, and where thy Sheep-coat lyes. > 


D. Theſe are my Trees, look how my Cypreſs rife. 

S. Feed Goats, whilſt I attend the Herd-man's Love- 

D. Feed Bulls, I go to ſhew the Maid my Grove. 

. Rude Swain, what means your Hand upon my Breaft ? 

D. The Cluſter's ripe, and ſuing to be preſs'd. 

Thoſe I muſt pluck; oh! with what Heat they move? 

And how they riſe at ev'ry Touch of Love! 

F. I quake, pull out your Hand, rude Swain, forbear. 

D. Cheer up, no Harm, how ti merous is my 2 
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8. Tis dirty, ah! look there, twill ſtain my Gown, 


And tell my jealous Friends what I have done. 
D. TII ſpread my Jerkin, tis a ſcurvy Place, 
But I'm content to pay for the Embrace. 


S. Forbear, we ſhall be caught, I hear a Noiſe. 


D. Tis nought but Trees that mur mur at our Joys. 

S You tear my Coat, ah me! I am undone. 

D. I'Il buy a finer, and a better Gown. 

§. You promife all Things now; but when enjoy d, 
What wilt thou give? Love's gone when Luft iscloy'd, 
You will deceive, yore Men are all Decett. — 


And we ſo willing to believe the Cheat. 


D. O! could 1 give my Soul, what Oaths can do, 
I'll bind; I muſt, I cannot but be true. 

& I yield, forgive, Diana, O! forgive, 

I liv'd thy Votary, but no more can live. 

D. Pleas d! raviſfd! O! PIL kill in yonder Grove 
A Steer to Venus and a Bull to Love. | 
S. I'm Woman grown, who was a Maid before. 

D. A teeming Woman, and a Maid no more. 

Thus murmuring, they did their ſoft Heats improve 
And went, and knew the Myſtery of Love. 15 
She roſe, and ſmil'd, and band Modeſty, 

Rega in'd her Seat, and fate upon her Eye; 
Yet ſecret Pleaſure thro her Looks appear d, 
And joyful Dapſmis went, and fed his Herd. 
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IDYLLIUM XXV. 
rntratrotrotretrxtrtuftrfucietreftrtiets 
A ſhort Account of the Death of Pentheus, the Theban 


King, whom his Mother and Aunts tore in Pieces for 
difturbing the Solemnities of Bacchus. 


4 


To Dr. DRING of Wadham-College. 


NO, the fierce Autonoe, and the fair 
Au, three Thyr/7 to the Hills did bear, 
In Number three; they pluck'd wild Oaks and Baye, 

And in plain Fields did twelve green Altars raiſe; 
With Ivy ſhaded, and adorn'd with Vine, 
Fair Semele had three, and Bacchus nine; 
Fuccinis, the Womens God, and Mens Delight, 
Theſe take at Day, and thoſe receive at Night. 0 
From Baſkets then thoſe ſacred Gifts they made, 
They gladly took, and on the Altar laid | 
Myſterious Gifts, to pleaſe the wond'rous God, 
And honour him the Way that he had ſnow'd. 
Young Pentheus lay in ſhady Hills conceal'd, 
And from the Rock the wond'rous Rites beheld ; 
Autonoe ſpy'd him firſt, and cry'd aloud, 
See there the great Contemner of the God ; 
And out ſhe ran, and as ſhe went, o'erthrew 
The ſacred Rites, which no Profane muſt view. 
She firſt grew mad, then all the reſt were fir'd, 
Their Fury roſe as high as Rage inſpir'd. 
Young Pentheus fled}? when he their Madneſs view'd, 
They tuck'd their Coats, and eagerly perſir'd. 
He cry d, What mean the Women ? Oh ! ſorbear._ 
Wretch, you ſhall feel, they auſwer'd, “er you bear. 
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His Mother ſeiz d, and ſnatch'd his Head away, 
And like a Tygreſs grumbl'd oer her Prey; 
Ino ſtamp'd on his Breaſt, his Arm ſhe tore, 
And fierce Autonde reek d with Royal Gore; 
Others ſeiz d other Limbs, each ſnatch'd a Part, 
And ev'ry Hand reach'd forward to his Heart. 
This done, they ſhouted, and ran madly down, 
And bore the 6/oody Trophies to the Town, 
n . Deferv'd : Let none his mighty Pow'r offend, 
of Leſt greater Miſchiefs, and vaſt Pains attend; 
Let me be good, let me the Juſt approve, 
For this is pleaſing, and the Care of ore 
For pious Fathers on their Sons derive 
Sure Bleſſings, which the Impious cannot give; 
They live themſelves ſtill vex'd with ſharp Remorſe, 
And leave a long hereditary Curſe, 1 
„ Y Hail, Bacchus, hail, whom ſnatch'd from Deſtiny 
I Great Fove ſecur d, and foſter d in his Thigh. 
Y Hui), Semele, and all his Siſters, hail, 
Whoſe Fame reſounds thro? ev'ry Grecian Vale. 
Y Their Act was juſt, that did reward the Sin, 
They ſhew'd the Vot'ry, and put off the Kin. 
oj Take Heed, Profane, by this Example ſhow'd, 
For what the Gods inſpire, muſt needs be good. 
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IDYLLIUM XXVI. 
Kr e Sit SE 
Advice to a Friend to be conſtant in his Love. 
o CHARLES VINER, of Wadham-College, E: 


5 | Ine, Friend, and Truth, the Proverb ſays, agree, 
ws } VV Andnow Fmbeatcd, takethisTruth from ns 
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The Secrets that Tay deep, and hid before, 
Now rais'd by Wine, ſwim up, and bubble o'er 5; 
Then take this riſing Truth, I can't controul, 
Thou do ſe not love me, Toinh, with all thy Soul, 


I know it, for this half of Lite I boaſt, 


I have from you, the other half is loſt. 

Whene'er you ſmile, I rival Gods above, 

Grown perfect, and exalted by thy Love; 

But when you frown, and when Dillike you ſhow, 
I fink to Hell, more curs'd than all below; 

Yet how can his with common Senſe agree 

To torture one that loves, and dies for thee ?. 

But, Youth, could my Advice thy Thoughts engage,. 
Mine, who have learn'd Experience by my Age; 
The Counſel's good, and when a num'rous Store 

Of Bleſſings crown thee, thou wilt praiſe me more, 
On'one Tree build one Neſt, and build it ſtrong, 
Where no fierce Snake can creep, and ſeize thy * 
Now here you ſtand, and ſuddenly are gone, | 
You leap from Bough to Bough, and fix on none. 
If any views thy Beauty, and commends, 

You ſtreight enrol him midſt your ancient Friends; 
Whilſt all your old Acquaintance laid aſide; 

Dear Youth, this ſmells of Vanity and Pride. 

Love one, your Equal, love whilſt Life remains, 
This pleaſes all, and Commendation gains; 


By this your Paſſion will but light appear, 


Which conquers all, and all are forc'd to bear. 
Love ſeizes all, and doth all Minds controul; 
It meits che frubborn Temper of my Soul, 

But O! I muſt embrace, Dear, grant one Kiſs, 
And A reward, and anti my Advice. 
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The Boar that xill'd Adonis, is brought before Venus, 


4 7 4 B 3 . 


To WILLIAM, KENRICK, of Wadham-College, Eſt; 


W Hen Venus ſaw Adonis dead, 


His Cheeks all pale, and Beauty fled; 

Eis Hair grown ſtiff with clotted Gore, 
And now to be belov'd no more; 
She bad her Ciepids trace the Grove, 
And bring the Boar that kill'd her Love. 
They, quick as the Command, ran o'er 
The Wood, and found the. ated, Boar ; 

They ſeiz a, and bound, ſtrong Cords they twin'd, 
Some drew before, ſome drove behind; 
One twirl'd his Tail to make him go, 
Another laſh'd him with his Bay... 
The fearful Beaſt went trembling on, 
As conſcious of the Deed he'd done; 

lis hanging Looks his Guilt betray d, 
Of Neniis Fury much afraid. 
When come, her Rage theſe Words expreſt, 

nou vileſt Monſter of a Beaſt, © 

Were theſe the cruel Tuſks did ter? 
Waſt thou the Ruin of my Dear? © 1 
The Boar. reply d, By thee, thy Love; 
By all that's Ling" and apt to move; | 
hy what J ſuffer, by theſe-Chains,,.. ....-. 2,57 
4nd rheſe chat drive me to my Pains, 


And Love betray'd me to a Fault. 
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1 ne'er had a Deſign to kill 


Thy Fur, it was againſt my Will : 


But when I ſaw his naked Thigh, 


As white as poliſh'd Ivory, 


How did my Flame and Fury riſe! | 
How was I fir d at the Surprize'! 

At laſt, unable to reſiſt, 

Ah, me! too furiouſly I kiſt; 

And this the Boy's Deſtruction brought, 


Thefe Tusts deſtroy, and. puniſh theſe, 
The curs'd Diſturbers of thy Eaſe; 


For why ſhould I have Leave to prove 
Theſe TrsFs, that have no Uſe in Love? 


Or, if the Crime demands no leſs, 


Theſe Lips I offer to appeaſe. 


| Theſe Words, ſo movingly expreſt, 


Calm'd all the Fury of her Breaſt ; 
She ſoon forgave, releas'd her Foe, 
And bad her Cupids let him go; 
But he ne er ſought the Woods again, 
But ſtaid attending on her Train, 


And to the Funeral Pile he came, 


And burnt his Tuſks in the devouring Flame; 
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E 


He preſents a Diſtaff to Theeugnis lis Friend, Nicias's Wiſe. 
To Mr. CHARLES WHITEING, of Wadham-College. 


Iſraff, thou greateſt Gift on Man beſtow'd, 
By fair Minerva, as the chiefeſt Good, 


\ Whom | 


om 
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Whom wiſe and thrifty Women {till retain, 
And raiſe their Husband's Fortune by their Pain; 
Retire with me to Nileu's beauteous Town, 
Where ſtately Shrines grace Venus and her Son; 
For thither, Diſtaff, I am now deſign'd, U 

And beg of mighty Fove a proſp'rous Wind: 
For my dear Friend and ſelf my Prayers employ'd, 
Wiſh to enjoy, and be by Turns enjoy d. 
Nicias, in whom the ſweet-tongu'd Graces reſt, 
Learning it ſelf is ſeated in his Breaſt; 
There thou, of poli{h'd 1v'ry fram'd, malt prove 
A grateful Preſent to his deareſt Love : 
From thee ſhall all her Huſband's Veſts be ſpun ; 
From thee ſhe'll often draw a flow'ry Gown z 
For Lambs do looſe their Fleeces twice a Year, 
To fill her Baſkets, and be wrought by her. 

So painful is Theengnis, what the wiſe. 

And thrifty Matrons value, ſhe will prize : 
Nor would I ſend thee to an idle Place, 
Thou Produ of our Country, and our Grace; 
For thou wer't made where Walls ſtout Archias fram'e 
The Pride of Sicily, for Valour fam'd. 
Now thou ſhalt viſit him, whoſe wond'rous Skill 
Can fave the Men that Fate deſigns to kill; 
Whoſe Herbs can ſoon reſtore a Life when loſt, 
And by his Art bring back the flying Ghoſt ; 
That fair Theergnis may by all be known 
To have the neateſt Diſtaff in the Town; | 
And ſtill of me, her Friend, kind Thoughts indaſe, 
Of me, the chiefeſt Darling of the Muſe. 

There ſome ſhall ſee thee, and theſe Words repeat, 


» 


The Preſent's ſmall, but yet rhe Kindneſs great; 


The Giver's Love doth little Gifts commend, 
Aud ev'ry Thing is valu'd from a Friend. 
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IDYLLIUM XXIX. 
Se III Serre .de. k deck SAS 
Hercules going to Augias, meets a Herds-man, of whom ye ö 
asRs the uſual Queſtions which a Stranger makes, and re- 
ceives Satisfaction, and is afterwards brought to the King 
and his Son Phyleus, who were then in the Fields. By 


thoſe he is invited to the Town, and in the Way tells 
Phyleus how he had kill'd the Nemean Lyon. : 


To Mr, THOMAS PIGGOT, of Wadham-College, 
Imperfect in the Greek. 1 


ND.then the Herds-man, from his lab'ring Hand, 
: He threw his Work, thus anſwer'd his Demand, 

III gladly tell whate'er thy Mind deſires ; : 
This Frftice craves, and Mercury requires; 
For he, of all the Gods, reſents it moſt, 
When we deny a Stranger what 1s juſt. 
Look, Stranger, all the num'rous Herds around, | 
With which the Vales are fill'd, and Hills are crown'd, | 
King Argias ons; Oer thouſand Plains they ſpread, | 
In diff*rent Meads, and various Paſtures fed; | 
Same on the low'ry Banks of Eli ſtray, 
And ſome where ſmooth Alpheus eats his Way; 
Some midſt the Vines, in fair Bonpraſium go; 
Some here, the Vallies tremble when they low. 
For each of rheſe the King fair Stalls hath rear'd, 
Tho' num'rous, large, and equal to the Herd; 
And here freſh Graſs ſtill cloths the fruitful Plain; 
The Blades, as ſoon as crop'd, ariſe again; 
For Springs cut thro' the Plain, and feed the Graſc, 
All fit to fagten Oxen, and increaſe, 

| | | Lcoky 
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' Eook, on thy right Hand, far beyond the Flood, 


The Stall appears between the ſhady Wood. 

Next,where high Planes, and where wild Olives grow, ) 

Apollo's Shrine, to whom the Herds- men bow, 

And own the greateſt Deity below. 

Next are the Farmers Stalls, whoſe Labours bring 

Whole Streams of Gain, and much enrich the King; 

For thrice they plough, thrice ſow the teeming Soil, 

Which ſtill invites, and ſtill rewards their Toil. _ 

Many large Vineyards plant, his Vines they dreſs, 

And fweaty Autumn treads the flowing Preſs ; ' 

For all theſe Gardens, Fields, and Plains around, 

Till yonder watry Hills, the Compaſs bound, 

King Argias owns, and hereall Day we bear 

The Heat and Cold, and urge the weighty Share. 
But, Sir, (for I no common Aid may prove) 

What Bus'neſs led you to this happy Grove? 

Would you the King, or any Servant ſee, 

I can direct you, you ſhall learn from me; 


For ſure you ſeem, if well T mark your Face, 


Great in your ſelf, and noble in your Race. 
How brave you look! and what a Port you bear! 
So look the Sons of Gods when they appear. 


This ſaid, he bow'd, and Jove's ſtout Son reply'd, 


Swain, gen'rous, free from Savageneſs or Pride, 
I feek the King whom all theſe Realms obey; 
Bus'neſs with him firſt drew my Feet this Way. 
If *midſt his Subjects now he keeps the Town, 
Diſpenſing Juſtice from his equal Throne, 
Give me a Swain to guide, a Maſter Swain, „ 
Who, when I aſk, can anſwer me again; 5 
For Man is made to be a Help to Man. 2. 

Thus ſpake Alcides, thus the Swain reply'd, 


Sir, all the Way ſome God your Feet muſt guide; 


So luckily Things happen, fo conſpire 


To pleaſe your Mind, and anſwer your Deſire. 


Laſt Night King Aug ias, and his valiant Son, 


Toung Phylens, left the Hurry of the Town; 


HB 2 _ They 
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They came to ſpend ſome Days midſt peaceful Swainz, 
And view their wond ' rous Riches on the Plains. 
This Pains ſome Princes take, they leave their Faſe, 
For when they watch themſelves,their Stores increaſe, 
When with Heav*n's Providence they join their own, 
A double Guard ſecures their ſafer Throne. 
Fut come, let's go, and both the Prince attend 
in yonder Stall, h-II love ſo great a Friend. 
This ſaid, he haſten'd to conduct his Gueſt, 
His Wonder ſtill at ev'ry Step increaſt 5 
His Lyon's Skin, vaſt Club, his Mein and Face, 
Still beighten'd, ſtill he wonder'd what he was 
Oft he would aſk, but yet as oft repreſt 
The rifing Queſtion in his troubled Breaſt, 
1.eft it ſhonld ſeem too rude, and ill-defign'd ; 
ior, O! 'tis hard to know another's Mind. 
VWhilit yet far off, the faithful Maftiffs knew 
The Noiſe and Smell of both, and out they flew ;z 
From ev*ry Part they at the Hero run 
Wich open Mouths, reſolv'd to tear him down; 
Put round the Swain they wagg'd theirTails,and play'd, 
And in hoarſe Murmurs ſavage Joy betray'd. ; 
He ſtoop'd to take up Stones, they ſop'd their Noiſe, 
He ſpoke, they fear'd the Thunder of his Voice : 
All ſilent fled, but yet the Swain was glad 
To ſee his MaſtiiF's Care, and thus he ſaid, 
V hat uſeful Creatures are theſe Dogs to Man! 
How full of Care! how uſeful to a Swain! 
Had they but Reaſon to know whom to tear, 
And whom to love, what Creature could compare! 
But now they're brutiſh, then he cry'd, Be gone, 
Each took his Stall, and lay in Quiet down. 
Nau down the %%, with a deſcending Ray, 
Bright Phebus drove, and bore declining Day. 
Now Shades drew on, and full of Milk and Food, 
The Sheep came Home, and lay and chew'd the Cud- 
Next theſe, the Cows and Oxen fill'd the Plain, 
As thick as Clouds when 7ove deſcends in Rin: 
/ 
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When watry South:Winds bring their Treaſures forth; 


Or when they're huddled by the ſtormy North, 


No Man can count them, for ſo faſt they riſe, 


And follow one another thro? the Skies ;. 

Still new and new the driving Tempeſt brings, 

And bears vaſt Burthens on his weary Wings. 
Theſe Herds a Herds-man drove, the Fields and Road 
Were fill'd, the Vallies ſounded when they low'd. 


The Stalls were crowded, and could ſcarce contain, 


And Sheep lay round, and bleated o'er the Plain. 
Tho' thouſand Slaves Nood round of ev'ry Kind, 
None wanted Work, all had their Taſks aſſign d. 
One ſhackled farting Cows, and whilſt they ſtood + 
He milk'd, and ſtreight the largeſt Pail o'exflow?d. . 
One let the Calves to ſuck, they ſoon were fill' d 
With ſweeteſt Milk, ſuch Stores the Cows did yield. 
Some bore the Pails, and ſome did run the Cheeſe 

Hot from the Cow; ſomerais'd theWring to ſqueeze 3: 
And ſome the Bulls apart from Heifers drove, 


They turn'd and bellow'd, eager on their Love. 


The Ming himſelf went round to ev'ry Herd, 

To ſee what Calves his Servants Care had rear'd ; 

And whilſt thro' his vaſt Stores he trac'd the plain, 

His Son and great Alcides made his Train. | 
Here, tho onr Hero's Soul great Shews de ſpis d, 

Was conſtant, fix d, too brave to be ſur priz d; 

Let NOW, at laſt, his Wonder roſe to view 

Such num' rot Herds, and ſcarce could think *twas tres. 

That. one ſuch Stores ſhould have, which could ſuffice 

Ten Kings, and fill capacious Avarice. | 

But this was a peculiar Favour ſhown, - 

A Blefliug ſent by Phæbus on his Son; 

His Cattle ſtill muſt thrive, his Herds be ble fd, 


| And Heav'n ſecur'd whate'er the King p oſſeſs d. 


His Cows ne'er caſt their Caly es, and no Diſeaſe,. 

The Herds-man's Plague, was eer allow'd to ſeizes. 

From Year to Year the num'rous Herd increaſt, ER 

New Caly es were rear d) and ſtill the laſt. were r 
; | H 3 Three 
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Three hundred Rulls, turn'd Horns grace ev'ry Head, 7 


Their Legs were White, with theſe two hundred Red; 
All leap'd the Cows, begot a num*rous Race, | 
And ſoon ſupply'd frail Nature's Chance-decays. 
Apart from theſe, twelve mighty Bulls did run, 

As white as Snow, and ſacred to the Sun; 


Each with his Shape might tempt the Jrian Queen, 
They fed, were pleas d, and wanton'd o'er the Green; 


And when fierce Lyons from the Woods appear d, 
They turn'd to fight, and ſtill ſecur'd the Herd; 
They bellow'd loud, they tore the trembling Ground. 
And with bent Fore-heads, aim*d a double Wound, 
Midſt theſe, one Bull did far excel the reſt, 

Call'd Phaeton, a ſtout and mighty Beaſt. 
This Name the Herds-man gave, dednc'd from Light, 
For his quick Courage, and his Strength in Fight; 
He all excelFd, was ſtately, valiant, fair, 
As much as Phaeton the meaneſt Star. 
The Lyor's Skin that o'er the Hero ſpread, 
As ſoon as firſt he faw, he bent his Head, 
And ran to puſh, he quickly ſhunn'd the Wound, 


His left Horn graſp'd, and pull'd him to the Ground: 


In vain he ſtrove, in vain he ſpurn'd the Sand, 

With doubled Strength the Hero fix'd his Hand; 

Then urg d his Breaſt, and forc'd the Bull to rear 

On high, and held him beating in the Air. 

The King, his valiant Son, and all the Plain 

Admir'd his Strength, and thought him more than Man, 
The Prince and Hero, now dark Shades grew ons 

The Meadows left, and haſten'd to the Town, 

They took a Path, which, from the diſtant Stall, 

Thro' Vineyards led, and thro' a pleaſing Vale; 

*Twas little beaten, thro' a ſhady Grove, 

A ſoit and cool Retreat for hafpy Love; | 

No heavy Clowns came there, whoſe weighty Treag 

Might ſpoil the Verdure of the Graſſy Bed; 

And as they walk'd with a Majeſtick Look, 

Young Phyleis turn'd his Head, and thus he ſpoke : 
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Sir, if 1 gueſs aright, your ſounding Fame 
Hath reach'd my Ears, tho* not reveal'd your Name; 


For one an Argive, valiant, ſtout, and young, 
From Aelis came, and pleas' d che liſpning Throng. 
He ſaid, whilſt he was there, and vow'd *twastrue, 
A valiant Greek a firiqus Lyon ſlew, 

Strong, crnel, bloody, that deſtroy” d the Swains, 
The fierce Nemean Terror of the Plains. 

But whether Argos his great Birth could boaſt, 


Or Sparta gave, my Mem'ry now has loſt. 


But yet he ſaid, tho I forget the Place, 


For that I mind, he was of Perſeus Race: 


You, Sir, I hope are he, the Man that fought ; 


This Skin proclaims as much, and clears my Doubt; 


But pray inform me, *twill afford Delight, 

And pleaſe me much, if I conjecture right: 

Tell me if you are He, the Brave, the Bold, 

Of whom the Argives wond'rous Tale was told: : 

Tell how the Lyon fell, what Strokes he ſtood, 

And how he came to the Nemean Wood; 

For did you ſeek it, you would ſeek in vain 

For ſuch a Monſter on the Grecian Plain; 

She breeds no ſuch, the Bear, the Wolf, "and Boar, 

Unlucky Beaſts ſhe breeds, and breeds no more : 

Hence ſome admire, and ſome the Tale accuſe, 

As if contriv'd to pleaſe, and to amuſe. 

This ſaid, he bow'd, and ſtepp'd aſide to ſhew 

The Path was large, and wide enough for two; 

He begg'd the Hero to advance more near, 

20 they might ſpeak with greater Eaſe, and hear: 
le ſoon came forward; and whilſt Side by Side 

They walk'd, he to his Queſtion thus reply'd. 
Brave 2 Son, whate'er the Prince hath ſaid, 

Ts right, and his Conjecture duly weigh'd; 

Yet F1l inform you how the Monſter fell, 

And when it came; for very few can tell; 

But moſt imagine, *twas deſign'dly ſent 
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The poor Piſeans, like a headlong Flood, 


Neglect of Duty had provok'd a God: = 5 
4 


He ravag'd o'er, and drown'd their Fields in Blood; 


But moſt the Bembinæans felt his Rage, 
And linger d on a miſerable Age. 
This Taſk Euryſe heus, whom I muſt obey, 


Impos'd, and hop'd to ſee me prove the Lion's prey? 


I took my Bow, my hollow Quiver bore 

Sharp Arrows, arm'd with the Lernean Gore; 
Whene'er I draw a Shaft, Deaths wait around 

To guide the Dart, and enter at the Wound. 
My left Hand graſp'd my Club, ſtrong, knotty, rude; 
With all its Bark, unpoliſh'd from the Wood; 
It grew on Helicon, I pluck'd it thence 

With Roots and all, and weild for my Defence. 
Approaching to the Wood, I bent my Bow, 

My Arrow knock'd, and wiſh'd to meet my Foe 5 
I look d around, and try'd, prepar'd for Fight, 

To *'ſpy the Beaſt, and take Advantage of the Sight. 
"Twas Mid-day now, and yet no Beaſt appear d, 

No Track was ſeen, nor any Roaring heard; 

No Herds-man Swain, that might his Den declare, 
All ay-at Home chain d up with flaviſh Fear: 

But ſtill I trac'd the Groves, thro Woods I preſs'd, 
Reſolv*d at laſt to find and fight the Beaſt ; 


For ev'ry Ev'ning glutted with the Blood 


Of ſlaughter'd Beaſts, he took the ſnady Wood; 

His Mane was ſtiff with Gore, his griſly Beard 

His long Tongue lick'd,with Blood and Foam beſmear d. 
Behind a Thicket I impatient lay, 

And wiſh'd each Minute was the Cloſe of Day, 

That I might ſee him. Lo, at laſt he came 


In Look as dreadful as he was in Fame. 


I drew my Bow, and ſhot, the String did ſound, 
And Death ſtood ready to attend the Wound ; 

Bur from his Side the Shaft rebounding fell, 

And prov'd the harden'd Beaſt was arm'd too well. 
The Lyon roar d, he rais'6 his furious Head, 5 
And look'd to ſee from whence the Arrow fled; 
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His flaming Eyes ſhox Fire, unſheath d his Paws, 

He gap'8, and Teeth Took'd dreadful in his Jaws. 

1 . another Arrow, drew again, | 
Enrag'd to ſee the former ſhot in vain 5 

The Breaſt it ſtruck, where Life maintains her Scaty 
And labouring Lungs ſtill fan the vital Heat; 

But that in vain did from his Breaſt rebound, 

And rais'd his Fury, but it gave no Wound. 

A third I drew; but ere I aim'd aright, 2 
The Beaſt perceiv'd me, and prepar'd for Fight; 
His Tail rwirl'd round, his Neck was ſwoln with Rage; 
And ev'ry Limb ſeem'd eager ta engage; 

His Mane ſtood up, his fiery Eyes did glow, = 
And crooked Back was bent into a Bow. rs 
And as when Wheelers take a ſturdy Oak, 

Or Elm, and bathe it in the glowing Smoak, 

To make a Wheel, at firſt it bends, and ſtands, - 


And then at once leaps from their graſping Hands 6j 
So leap'd the Beaſt at me, ſuch Springs as theſe 


He made, grown eager, and reſolv'd togſeize. 

But I receiv'd him, in my Left I held 

My Darts, and a chick Garment was my Shield. 
My Right did wield my Club, andaim'd a Blow, 
As he was lea ping forward, at his Brow, 

A lucky Blow, but on the harden'd Bones 

It broke, the Hon ſigh'd in hollow Groans; 

Some Steps retir'd, as if all Senſe was fled, a 
And ſtood with ſhaking Legs, and dizzy Head; : 
Miſts ſeiz d his Eyes, and an amazing Pain 

Ran thro' the crazy Veſſels of his Brain. 

This Jobſerv'd, and now an eaſy Prey, 

I threw my Quiver and my Shafts away, 

And ſeiz'd his Neck; and whilſt his Senſe was gone; 
I grip'd him hard, and kept the Lyon down ; 


My Gripes/I doubled, and behind I preſs'd, 


Leſt his ſharp Paws ſhould tear my adverſe Breaſt : 


On's hinder Feet I trod, and ſqueez'd his Thighs 


With mine, he ſpurn d in vain, and ſtrove to rife. 
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At laſt o'ercome, when he had ſtrove in vain}. 
He lay extended on the fatal Plain, 
T held him breathlef5, did his Force controul, 
And gaping Hell receiv'd his mighty Soul; 
Then next I ſought how I might gain the Spoils,. 
And with his precious Skin reward my Tolls : 
The Taſk was hard, for neither Wood, nor Stone, 


Nor Steel; could pierce, and make the Skin my OWN» : Yet 
But then ſome God did happy Thoughts infuſe, 1 Anc 
The Paws he ſhew'd, and taught me thoſe to uſe; _ The 
I did, and flea'd him, and the Hide I bear Ane 
To be my ſtrong Security in War. : . Brie 
Thus fell the Beaſt, by which ſuch N umbers fell, Prei 
And fed, amld'ſt his ſlughter'd Heaps, to Hell. _ FE 8 0 
| ; 3 t 
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The Fight between Amycus and Pollux. This n 1 Son 
being excellently well illd at Whirlebats, made a De- Caf: 
eree, that whatever Stranger came into his Country, Lef 
ſhould fight with him; after he had ſlain a great man, Ani 
Pollux at Iaſt overcomes him. 3 Le 
To Mr. ROBER r D'OYLY, of Wadham-College: ot. 
e 

Air Leda «Soils, and mighty Fove's I ſing, Y Avc 
Caſtor and Pollux, Glories of the Ring; I Tal 
None toſs their Whirlebats with ſo brave a Force, Def 
None guide ſo well the Fury of their Horſe; The 
With trebled Songs I ſing the glorious Two, 1 b 
The great Supports and Helps of Mun below; For 


When midſt deſtructive Wars ſwift Dangers preſs; 
Or ſtormy Stars ſend Tempeſts o'er the Seas, They | 
| ey | 
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They toſs the Floods, and raiſe the ſwelling Tide 

At Poop or Prow, and daſh on either Side, 

Or pour into the Ship; the Planks and Maſts 

Are torn, nor can the Sails endure the Blaſts, 

But rent, hang uſeleſs; Storms of Hail and Rain 
From Heaven deſcend, and beat the ſpacious Main 
The Waters roar, the troubled Lan raves, | 
Whilſt Hail and ſtormy W: > praiſe the Waves; 

Yet then you draw the up rom dcepeſt Seas, 
And thoſe that look d for Death, are cheer'd with Eaſe; 
The Clouds all fly; and Storms :.ri& Silence keep, 
And a ſmooth Calmneſs ſpr-ads Oer all the Deep; 
Bright Stars appear, and with a beauteous Rax, 
Preſage good Voyages, and ſew the Way; 


_ Great Helps to Man, of Loti: my Muſe mult write, 


Both skill'd in Horſes, Singing, and in F ight. 

But Muſe, whoſe Praiſes muſt I ®rſt rehearſe ? 

Sing both, —— firſt Poll grave thy ſounding Verſe! 
When Argo's Sails had *ſcap'd the cloſing Shores, 

And ſwept cold Pontus with her nimble Oars, _ 

She touch'd Bebryca, forc'd by proſperous Fate, 

The Sons of Gods and Hero's were her Freight, 


Some rais'dGraſs-beds, and, by their Lord's Com mand 
Some dreſsd their Meat upon the naked Sand. 
Caſtor and Pollux, weary of the Floods, 

Left all their Mates, and trac'd the Mady Woods; 
And as they gaz'd, beneath a gloomy Cave 


And there they landed. When they came to land, : 


They ſaw a Spring ro I on a purling Wave, 


Like Silver pure, and round on ev'ry Part, 
By Nature made, and not contriv'd by Art, 
Small Fountains flow'd, and bubbled o'er the Graſs, 
As clear as Cryſtal, and! as ſmooth as Glaſs. 
Tall Firs, and Planes, and Cypreſs, ſhade the e 
Defending from the Fury of the Beams; 
The Banks were crown d with Flowers, which Nati xe 
brings 
For Bees, and to embalm the dying Springs. 5 
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By this a Man in ſhining Armour fate, 8 


Frightful his Look, and terrible as Fate: 

His Face was full of Knubs, how large his Cheſt 

His Shoulders broad, and equal to his Breaſt : 

His Flefh like Braſs, more hard the more he fought, 

Like a Coloffies on an Anvil wrought. | 

And as tall Rocks that have Tong Time withſtood 

The numerous Whirlings of a rapid Flood. 

At laſt grow round, but yet unconquer'd ſtand, 

So look d the ſwelling Muſcles on his Hand; 

And o'er his Shoulders heimg a Lyon's Skin, 

Claſp'd by the golden Paws beneath his Chin; 

With ſome Sur prize and Wonder in his Look, 

Brave Pollux vie w'd him, and at laſt he ſpoke. 

P: Health, Sir, what Nations plough this happy Shore? 

A. How Health, when I fee Men neer feen before? 

P. Fear not, we're honeſt, and no Danger's near. 

A. I do not, nor need you bid me not fear. 

P. Your Anſwer's rude, your Manners are untame. 

A. What's that? Sir, as you ſee me, ſuch Jam. 

But what have yon to do to tread theſe Shores, 

Did &er I come to trouble you on yours? 

P. Sir, if you did, yon ſhould be entertain'd, 

Be grac'd with Gifts, and treated as a Friend.) 

A. Talk not of Preſents thus, thy Gifts I ſcorn, 

Nor have I any ready to return. | 

P. May I not taſte the Streams that idly flow? 

A. If Thirſt hath ſcorch'd thy Bowels, thou ſhalt know, 

P. Here's Gold, Fll give you any Price to gain. 

A. Then you muſt fight a ſingle Man to Man; 

Set Foot to Foot, and ſteddy Eyes advance, bo 

And uſe your greateſt Skill, nor truſt to Chance. 

P. Whom muſt I fight with? Muſt T beat the Air? 

A. Thy Match is ready, and thy Equal near. | 

P. And what's the Prize? What muſt the Conqueror have? 

A. The conquer d, Sir, ſhall be the Conquteror's Slave. 

P. This is Cock's Sport, not fit for generous Men, 

Where the dull Daſtard leaves the cackling _— i 
| Or 


5 eee 
LD e 
58 KP . 


W. 


< 
„. 
* 


25 N ba ve Ko by 5 8 
J 


F TRHEOCRITUus. 97 
A. Or Coels, or Lyons, Pm reſolv'd on this; 
I than my ſelf can ſtake no worthier Prize. 
This ſaid; Amycus did his Trumpet ſound, 
The Vallies rung, and eccho'd all around, 
Thro' every diſtant Field the Noiſe was heard, 
And Crowds of ſtout Bebrycians ſoon appear'd : 
Whilſt from the Ship the thronging Heroes preſs, 
To view the Fight, and judge of the Succeſs ; 
Now were their Whir[/bats bound, rough Thongs em- 
brac'd 
Their knotty Arms, and ty'd their Weapons faſt : 
Out they advanc'd, and each with Fury ihook 
They breath'd Defiance, Terror in their Look. 
Here was a noble Strife of Art begun, 
Who on his Back ſhould gain the ſerting Sun; 
And Pollux gain'd it, the deſcending Rays 
Shone full in mighty Amycus's Face. 
Enrag'd at this, his headlong Fury roſe, 
And he ruſ'd on, and doubled all his Blows ; 
But Pollux ſous d his Cheek; it low'd with Gore, 
He ſaw his Blood, and then he rag'd the more. 
The Fight grew hotter, like a mighty Oak 
He backward bent to take the greater Stroke; 
Shouts the Bebrycians gave, and rais'd his Heat; 
The Heroes cheer'd ſtout Pollux with as great . 
For they all fear d, leſt forc'd to narrow Streights, 
Polliex ſhould fall beneath the threaten'd Weights. 
But he, with dext'rous Skill, and watchful Arr, 
Still ſhunn'd the Strokes, ſecure on ev'ry Part; 
He ply'd him hard, and did his Force controul; 
Tho' great his Courage, furious was his Soui. 
Doz'd with the Strokes, the nodding Hero ſtood, 
And from his Mouth flow'd Streams of clotted Blood. 
The Grecians ſhouted, when they view'd the Blows, 
And ſaw his broken Cheeks and -batter'd Noſe; 
His Eyes contracted in his ſwelling Face, 
And by their Shoutings, doubled the Diſgrace. 
The Prince ſtill eager preſs'd, he ply'd him hard, 
And with falſe Strokes ſoon beat him from his Guard; 
| ; And 
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And when he ſaw him ſtaggering, aim'd a Blow; 
The Srroke was ſure, and ſmote his haughty Brow: 
The Ball return'd as from a harden'd Stone, , 
But tore the Fleſh, and left the naked Bone. 
O'ercome by this, and yielding to the Wound, 
The Hero fell, and bit the bloody Ground ; 
But roſe, and then in fiercer Fight engag'd, 
By his diſgraceful Wounds and Pains enrag'd. 
Both toſs'd their Whirlbats, and vaſt Wounds beſtow'd, 
With Blood and Sweat their labouring Bodies flow'd. 
Stout Amycus ſtill aim'd at Hands and Breaſt, h 
And with redoubled Force he bravely preſs'd; 
But wiſer Pollux every fatal Blow 5 
Aim'd at his Head, and craz d his nodding Brow.; 
His Limbs grew lefs, his Colour turn'd to pale, 
And from a mighty Giant, ſhrunk to ſmall - 
But Pollux ſeem'd to grow, he look'd more great, 
His Colour better, and increas'd by Heat, 

But, Muſe, how Pollux did the Hero quell, 
What Stroke he gave, explain, for you can tell; 

I fing as you direct, your Voice obey, OT 

And gladly follow, when you lead che Way. 
Deſigning now to puſh the Combat on, | 
He ſeiz d on Pollux left Hand with his own ; 
Bendins to {hun the Stroke, and cloſing nigh 
Reach'd out his right, and graſp'd his brawny Thi gh; 
But he his Body bow'd, and broke the Lock, 
And at his Temple aim'd a fatal Stroke, _ 
| Juſt where the vital Powers their Seats maintain, 
And work new Spirits to ſupport the Brain, 
There fell the Blow; wide gap'd the horrid Wound 
To let in Fate, and the vaſt Hero groan'd : | 
The Blood ſprang out, his Month his left Hand ſmote, 
And ſhatter'd Teeth fell down his batter d Throat 
His Cheeks were beaten cloſe, his Noſe grew flat, 
And trebled Blows {till urg'd his haſty Fate. 
The Hero fell extended o'er the Plain, 
Gave Oer the Fight, nor could he riſe again; 
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His Hands ſtretch'd out, as, whilſt he breath'd his lab 
He meant to keep off Fate that came too faſt. 
Here no proud Word, and no diſdainful Strain 
On thy fall'n Foe, did thy great Conqueſt ſtain; 
But he by his great Father Neptune ſwore, 
That he would never injure Strangers more. 

Thus have I Pollux ſung, and paid my Due, 

My next, great Caſtor, muſt be grac'd by you. 


PART II. 


Caſtor and Pollux had taken away Phæbe and Talarie, 
the Daughters of Lucippus, who were betroth'd to 
Lynceus and Idas, the Sons of Aphareus. A War en- 
ſuing, Caſtor kills Lynceus, and Idas is ſlain by 
Thunder. Ty | 


J T OW had the valiant Sons of mighty Fove 
Grown fierce, and too injurious by their Love, 
Liicippus Daughters ſeiz*d, and forc'd away 


Their beanteous Prize, and melancholly Prey. 


Apharens Sons perſu'd, reſolv'd to try 
Their Force, and gain their promis'd Brides, or die: 


| Both Sides now meet at brave Aphareus Tomb, 


Which Fate deſign'd the Lovers Field of Doom; 
All from their Chartots leap, for Fight prepare, . 
Well arm'd, and well appointed for the War. 
When Lyncers thus beneath his Helmet ſpoke, 

The Yallies eccho'd, and the Mountains {hook :. 
What means this Rage, this im pious Violence, 
To raviſh firſt, then tight in its Defence ? 


What mean the Shields and Spears, theſe Iron Bande, 8 


And naked Weapons in your threat'ning Hands ? 
ZLucippus Daughters are by right our Due, 
Betrath'd to us before e er known to you]; 


His 0aths confirm'd it, and *twas baſe by Stealth 


To covert others Right, and others Wealth; 
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Py Gifts to bribe him, and his Mind pervert, . 
And win by Art, unable by Defert. 

And often I, your baſe Deſigns to check, 

Have ſaid, tho' I can better fight than ſpeak, 
Unprincely * tis to court another's Spouſe, 

And tempt weak Innocence to break her Vows : D 

Starta and Elis breed a numerous Race, 

All perfect Beauties both in Mind and Face; 

There you may court, and whom you pleaſe ma y have, 
What Parents will refuſe the Rich and Brave? 
Permit or Match, let us our Right perſue, 
and we will in to find fit Brides for you. 

Theſe were my Words; but theſe the wanton Winds 
Bore to the Floods, they never reach'd your Minds; 
For both inexorabl * bent appear'd 
Tem heard, but neter regarded what you heard. 

Yer now be e, our promis d Brides reſtore, 

For we are kin, and then I ask no more. 

But if you needs muſt fight, if War deſire, 

X nought but Blood can quench your luſtful Fire, 
Let Pllux, and let Idas Arms forbear, 

And never try the hated Chance of War: 

Let, Caftor, you and I the Fight maintain, 

And ſee whoſe Courage ſhews the braveſt Man; 8 
For this will give our Friends ſufficient Proof, 

And if one falls, there will be Lofs enough: 

Let ſome ſurvive to cheer our drooping Fr tends, 
And wel the Maids, and make them juſt Amends 
For this is friendly to reſtrain our Heat, 

And make the Loſs but ſmall, when theContention's 

reat. 
Thus Lynceus ſpoke, to this both Sides agree, 

And Jove confirm'd it by his fix d Decree 
Pollux and Idas laid their Arms beſide, 

Attending what their Brothers ſhould decide. 

Lyncets did firſt within the Laſts. appear, 

Beneath his Shield he ſhook his threat'ning Spear; 
Then Caſtor came, ſtrong Shields did guard their Breaſts, 7 
And on their Helmets nodded dreadful Creſts. 
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Firſt with their Spears began the noble Strife, 


Fach ſought to find an open Paſs to Life; 


But all in vain, the Shields the Strokes endur* 4, 

Their Spears were blunted, and the Men ſecur az 
Their Swords they drew, the Blades like Lightning done 
Before the Thunderbolt falls ſwiftly down. 


Nou roſe their Fury, Caſtor bravely preſs d. 


He pierc'd his Shield, and chop'd the waving qe ; 
And many Thruſts the quick-ey?*d Lyncers made; 
The Shield and Creſt once felt his furious Blade. . 
But Caſtor ſtepping backward, reach'd a Blow, th 
And ſtruck bs Wriſt, and-tam'd his haughty Foe 3+ 7 


| Diſabled thus, and grown unfit for Fight, 
He drop'd his Weapon, and preparid for Flight 
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To his great Father's Tomb, "where Idas ſate, 
A fad Spectator of his Brother's „„ 
But Caſtor ſoon perſu d, cloſe Thruſts he Pa . 
And thro' his Belly forc'd bis thund'ring Blade; 
Out ruſh'd his Bowels thro' the gaping Wound, 


And he fell forward on the ſhaking Ground.. 


Cold Death came on, and did his Heart ſuxprize, . 
And Sleep eternal ſate upon his Eyes. 

Nor did his Mother valiant Idas leg 
With pious Wiſhes to his Marriage-bed; 
For 5 revenge fall'n Hyncens haſty Doom, 

tore a Pillar from the ſacred Tomb, 7 1 
To dart at Caſtor, dreadfully he food, | 
The fierce Avenger of his Brother's Blood. 
ive interpos d, 3nd; by his fri&;Command, . 
Swift Light'ning ſtruck the Marble from his Hand ; 
He ſtrove to reack it, but his Soul was fir'd, 
He fell, and in no common Deſtiny expir'd... 
'Thus mat} the Brothers ſtill, victorious prove, 
So great in Courage, and ally'd to ore. 

Hail, Leda's Sons, ſtill vigorous Strength infuſe, 
And Rill preſerve the Honour of my Muſe ; ; 
Ton, Helen, and the valiant Brave, that ſtroye .. 
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At Troy for injur'd Menelans Love, 
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Poets have ſerv'd, for with exalted Rage | 
They tell your Fame, and fpread thro* future Age; 
Homer hath rais'd it with a lofry Thought, 

He writes with the ſame Spirit that you fought; 

He ſings the Grecian Fleet, grave Neſtar's Care, 

And brave Achilles, Fortreſs of the War. 

I bring the Tribute of a meaner Muſe, 

Thoſe humble Strains her fparing Heats Infale ; - 

Yet this is all, the beft that I can do, 

The utmoſt that my Talent will allow; 3 

And to the Gods, let Riches vainly ſtrive, 

Verſe is the greateſt Preſent Men can give. 
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Now firft made Engliſh from the Original G REES by 
ſeveral Hands. 


ertrotrohdfadtaiocirrcretutrafretets 


on the Statue of ARCHILOCHUS. 


Tay, Traveller, Archilochus behold, 

8 Who in Zambicks wrote of old, 
Whoſe Glory and Renown has run 

Down from the rifing to the ſetring Sun, 


Him ſurely Phæ bus and the Nine admir'd, 
And with their double Art inſpir a; - 
For the divine Muſician playd 


To nis ſolt 50 Songs which the Poet made. 1 
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On the Statue of ANACAEON. 


I Tranger, ſurvey this Statue with Concern, 
And when at Home you fhall retuen, 


5 — 


Say, That at Teos you have lately been, 


And there Anacreon's Image ſeen. 

Say, That of Lyricks, who before him fung, 
No Poet had a ſweeter Tongue. 

And-if you ſay, that Youths were his Delight, 
You draw the Man compleatiy right. 
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On the Poet HIPPONA Nx, the Satyrift. 
HE Poet Hepponax lies here; 
If you are bad, the Tomb xevere, . 
| Which does his Aſhes keep: 
But if youre guit, and Sood, you Wax. 
Secure and ——— res ang 
And, if it Pleaſe you, Heep. 


2 udedteioreirot oe cn cs ck 
on the Tomb of EURYMEDON. 


HIS Tomb contains thee, good Enrymedon, 
Who dying young, haſt left a youthful Son ; 
Thou with the Deities above art plac'd, —_ 
And ke with future Honours ſhall be grac'd. 
This on the Son his Country ſhall beſtow, 


Mindful how much they to the Father owe. . 
© 99 999 99 99999 PPP 


on the ſame. 


Tranger, doſt thou an equal Honour pay 
To the polluted Duſt, and pious Clay? 
Happy this Tomb, thy honeſt Tongue replies, 


| For here Eummedon the Virtuous 1 lies ; - 2 
| „„ And 
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And light the Mould, and ſoft the Duſt is 1 An 
On the pure Heart, — the religions Head. 8 


On the Statue of D I 8 A N D E I who v wrote the Lab 
"of . HERCUL=E+ tn Vere. TP 

HIS Man, who from Cars "4 ſprung, 2 
Piſauder, firſt of Poets, ; ᷑ „ 

The Monſter-taming Son of .#: 1 

Extoll'd him to the . dos . 

And wrote with, as divine a Thought, . 

His Labours, as tlie Hero fought. 

The grateful People, t reve 21. 

His Fame, and keep his Name alive, C 

This braſen Statue rais d, which might 

The Wrath of Time. and Tem peſts ſlight; 

That to late Ages might be known | 

The Poet's Merit, and their own. 
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On a Statue dedicated to ps" Muſes by X ENO C LE 5, the 
Muſician. 2 
oOnian Nine, to your immortal Praiſe, 
This grateful Statue xenocles did raiſe ; 


The World will ſay, that ot has wiſely done, a 


Who by his tuneful Art 1 Fame has won. 


Corttd a Muſician a leſs Off ring bring 
To them who taug ght him how to Play and Sing 2 2 
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On the Death of ORTHON, whz dy'd Drunk. 


QTranger, obſerve the Leſſon Orthon gave, 
Which ſtill is eecho'd from his hollow Grave. 
If Drunk, you can no longer walk upright, . | 
No Journey take on a dark Winter, Night. 7 1 
For ſuch my Fate, when travelling Abroad, 8 
I chanc'd to ſtagger, and had got my Load; 
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Far from my Country where I took my Birt, 


No to lie co’, under foreign Earth, 


On the Statue of VE N us the Celeſtial. 


AT O vulgar Venus this, which here is plac'd, 


(The Preſent of Chryſogona the Chaſt) 


Who lives in Amphicles's Houſe, with whom 


All Things are common in a ſingle Room. | 
Thou, O Caleſtial Venus art their Care; 1 
To thee each Year they make their early Pray'r; 5 
Each Year for that alone they better fare. 

For while poor Mortals do the Gods regard, 
The Gods on Mortals double the Re ward 
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Upon E UST HEN ES, the Phyſiognomiſ. 
HIS Tomb encloſes Euſthenes the Wiſe, F 
L A Szge, who Nature trac'd thro) each Diſguiſe, 
And ſaw the Soul conſpicuous in the Eyes. 
To him his Friends and Fellow-ftrangers gave, 
In foreign Earth, this. honourable Grave: 
They lov'd their Friend, and lov'd his Poet too, 
And pay'd the dead Philoſopher his Due, 
Who could not aid himſelf, yet found an Aid 
In theſe his. Friends, who Honour thus his Shade, 
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Apin's Diſcourſe upon Paſtorals. Part I. Pag. 1 
---- Of the Nature of Paſtorals. Part II. 13 
Rules for writing Paſtorals. Part III. 38 


The Life of Theocritus. By Mr. Kennet, 53 


The Idylliums of Theocritus. 

Idyllium I. cad Thyrſis, or dd i Intex. pag. 1 
A Goatherd perſwades the Shepherd Thyrſis to bewail 
Daphnis, who dy'd for Love; and gives him a large C: 
and Goat for a Reward. The Scene Sicily, about t 

River Himera, 
Idylliunz II, Or, The Inchantment, 7 
Sametlia Leng forſaken by Delphis, reſolves to try the 
Force of Charms to recover his Affection; applies herſelf 
to the Moon, as a powerful Goddcfs in both thoſe Mat- 
ters; and after (he hath ſent away her Maid, tells the 
Story of her Mufortunes. 
74 George Pitt, jun. Eſq; 


Idyllium III. The Goatherd, 14 


Ele repines at the Coyneſs of his Miſtreſs, and ends in Deſpair. 
Idyllium IV. Batrus and Corrydon, in a Paſtoral Way, 
diſcourſe of ſeveral Things, þ 16 
To his god Friend Mr. E. Lyde, of Horſpath. 


Idyllium V. be Gaatherd Comatas, and Herds- man Laco, 


contend in Singing. They lay a Wager, and rinſe Morſo 
Fudge. The Vi 28 is determin d on the Goatherd's Side, 19 
Zo Owen Saliſbury, Eſq; | 


Idyllium VI. Damætas and Daphnis, meeting at Noon, 


ſing; Daphnis applies his Song to Polyphemus, who was 


in Love with Galatæa, and Damætas in his Perſon an- 


ſwers, © | 24 
To Thomas Wyndham, of Lincolns-Tan, Eſq, 


and Antigones, Lycop's Sons, and invited into the Coun- 


try to a Feaſt they then kept. As he was going, he meets 


Lycidas, the Cretan, and each ſings of his Love, 26 
| : To Mr. Thomas Curganven. 
Idyllium VIII. Daphnis and Menalcas feng for « Hager; 


4 Goatherd is choſen Fudge, who determines Daphnis's - 


Song te be the beſ?, 34 
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The CoNTENTS. 


To Richard Hickes, of the Middle Temple, Eſq; ; 
Idyllium IX. A Shepherd invites Daphnis and Menalcas 
to ſing; they pleaſure him, ant be rewards them both, 34 
To my Chun Thomas 1 gpl, M. : 3 of Wadhams-- 
| A 1 »Tollege. 17 24 . 
Idyllium X. Battus not reaping as faff as be was wont 

Milo asks him the Reaſon ; Eos confeſſeth it vag = + kl 
and ſings a Song in Praiſe of hu Sweetheart, 6 
To my Chum Mr, Hoody, of Wadham-College. 


Toyllinm XI. He writes to a Phyſician, and tells him, that 


«the Muſes are the only Remedy for Love, which he proves 


by the Examp:- / Polyphemus, 38 
| To Ur. Pitt, of Wadham-Coltege. EE. 
£0y1imm XII A Welcome to a Friend. Bs” 


| 461 77 Mr. Edward Eaton. | 
Idyll m XIII. He writes to his Friend, a Phyſician, and 
tells him chat Love conquers the greateſi Heroes; which he 
proves rin the Story of Hercules and Hylas, 43 
To Mr. William Gould, M. B. of Wadham-College. 
Idyllium XIV. Two tatling Goſſips go to ſee the Pomp at 
Adonis's Feaſt, prepar'd by Arſinoe Ptolemy, Philadel- 
phus's Queen. The Humours of the Women he hits exactly; 
intermixes ſume Praiſes of the King, and deſcribes the Glo- 
ry of the Pomp, to gratif the Queen, | 


3 4 FT 49 
The Perſons are Gorgo, Eunoe, Praxinoe, Nurſe, Stran- 


er, and Mother. 


To Mr. Rice Williams, of Wadham-College. 


] Nyllium XV. Eſchines being ſcorn d by Cuniſca, who had 


a greater Kindneſs for one Woolf, reſolves to turn Soldier. 
His Friend Thynicus adviſes him to ſerve K. Ptolomy, 46 
To his Friend and Tutor Mr. Balſh, of Wadham-College. 
Liyllium XVI. He complains that Poetry meets not a fuit- 
able Reward from Great Men, for that Immortality 

which it beſtows upon them, e 

To his very good Friend John Dryden, Eſq; 
Idyllium XVII. A Panegyrick to King Ptolemy, 58 
To Ambroſe Browne, E/; | 
Idyllium XVIII. An Epithalamium at the Marriage of 
elena and Menelaus, . 
To Edward Courthope, EV; 


I idyllinm XIX. on Cupid Pung by 4 Bee. | 


idy!lium XX. A Shepherd complains of the Coyneſs of a Gu 

_ ty: Maid, who refus d his proffer d Kiſs, 65 

To hu good humour d Friend Mr. Alexander Crook, of. 
b Wadham- College. Zo 


Idyllinm 


The ConTENTS: 


Tayllium XXI. A- Diſcourſe. of two Fiſher-men ' upon 4 


Dream, 8 | | 
To Mr. Thomas Dunſtar, of WedhawtCallege, bY 
Idyllium XXII. 4 ſcorn d Shepherd hangs himſelf. The 
<ruel Fair is fill d by the Statue: of Cupid, 69 
To. My. Rily, Painter to his Majeſty King Charles II. 
Idylliuni XXIII. Hercules in his Cradle kills two Serpents 
which Juno had ſent to derſtoy him, &c. | 
To Mr. William Latten, of Wadham- College. 


Tayllium XXIV. A Dialogue: between Daphnis and æ | 


Shepherdeſs, 
To Thomas Powell, of Wadham-College, Eſq; | 
Idyllium XXV. A ſhort Account of the Death of Pentheus, 
the Theban Kings whom his Mother and Aunts tore in 


Pieces for diſturbing the Solemmities of Bacchus, 80 


To Dr. Dring, of Wadham- College. | 
Idyllium XXVI. Advice to 4 Friend to be-conftant in = 
Love, | 81 
To Charles Viner, of Wadham-College, Eſq; 
Tdyllium XXVII. The Boar that kill'd Adonis, is brought 
before Venus, 8 
To William Kenrick, f Wadham-College, Esa; 
Idyllium XXVIII. Ee preſents a Diſtaff to Theeugnis, his 
Friend Nicias's Wife, | Hs. 84 
 Idyllium XXIX. Hercules going to Augias, meets a Herd = 
man, of whom he. asks the uſual _— which a 
Stranger makes, and receives Satisfaction; and is _— 
terwards brought to the King, and his Son Phyleus, 9 
were then in the Fields. By thoſe he is invited to the 
Town, and in the Way tells Phyleus hom be had Filed 
the Nemean Lyons. TAG . 
20 Mr. Thomas Piggott, of Wadham- College. 
Idyllium XXX. The Fight between Amycus and Pollux. 
Tyhis Amycus as excetently well skilPd at Whirlbats, 
made a Decree, that whatever Stranger came into his 
Country, ſhould fight with him; after he had ſlain a 
Freat many, Pollux at laſt overcomes him, 4- 
17 Mr. Robert D'Oyly, of Wadham- College. 
Part II. Caſtor and Pollux had taken away Phæbe and 
Talaris, the Daughters of Lucippus, who were betrot i d 
to Lynceus and Idas, the Sons of Aphareus. A Har 
enſuing, Caſtor kills Lynceus, and Idas is ſlain by 
Thunder, | 99 
Select Epigrams of Theocritus, 102 
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Sone BOOK 8 Printed 6 


E. CURLL, at the Dial and- 
Bible againſt. St. Dunſtan's: 
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